






BEFORE YOU READ LWLIE5' TRANCE ISSUE, 
THERE ARE A FEW THINGS YOU NEED TO KNOW 

Hypnosis happens every day. It doesn't 
require the magic skills of a hypnotist. In fact, 
the mere act of reading this magazine can 
induce a state of trance... if you want it to. 


On the following page are hypnotic words. 
They're designed to anchor a powerful state 





READ THESE WORDS 


Imagine you're walking into a cinema... on the big screen, you see the 
film of your Life... you are the Lead character in this movie... 

Sit down in a comfortable chair and watch as your life begins to play 
out on the screen... allow yourself to enjoy being the star of the show... 

Close your eyes for several seconds to imagine this moment... 

Watch the story unravel until the film shows you 
at an event where you are most confident... 

Notice how you look... how you're holding 
your body... the Look on your face.... 

Notice what you are saying... and the things people are saying to you... 

Close your eyes for several seconds and allow yourself 
a moment to remember this event in all its detail. 

Now step into your body so that you can see what you see... 
hear what you hear... and feel how it feels to be this confident... 

When you finish reading this sentence, close your eyes and 
notice the sensations in your body or your mind that tell 
you that you're feeling confident in this moment... 

What sensations can you become aware of right now? 

How can you make them stronger? 

Now look over at the image on the opposite page. Focus 
on it for lO seconds while clicking your fingers... and continue 
to experience those feelings and that state of confidence. 



When you finish reading these words, close your eyes and sink into this 
memory three to six more times. Each time, opening your eyes, focusing 
on the image and clicking your fingers to repeat the trigger... 

Now continue to enjoy this special issue of LWLies. 

You'll see this image again soon. 

Just follow the instructions... 



Trance 


Directed by DANNY BOYLE 

Starring JAMES MCAVOY. ROSARIO DAW SON, VINCENT CASSEL 
tteteased 27 .MARCH 


THREE, TWO, ONE... YOU'RE UNDER. 


T ap, tap. tap, tap. With his face about 
two inches from the screen, James 
McAvoy raps his knuckles bard 
against the glass, as if he's banging 
on the other side of the fourth 
wall. That’s the cinema of Danny Boyle right 
there: striking images. 

Sure enough, Boyle's new psychothrilier 
TVance is full of them; stylish, concussive, 
reverberating impossible to ignore. Shot 
for sensory vibe, Boyle's first fUin since his 
fabulous Olympic curtain-raiser regularly 
makes your head tingle, evenifit neverbrcaks 
through to a deeper level of consciousness. 
It's a typically energised joyride that takes 
us, just like McAvoy's leading character, 
for a spin. 

Seemingly told in flashback by a soon-to- 
be-amnesiac narrator. Trance tantalisingly 
makes us question whose story this actually 
is ri^t from the very start. 

Young art auctioneer Simon (McAvoy) 
stares knowingly at us, eyes locked on 


the camera. Simon says, anyone can steal 
a painting. Simon says, it's his job to stop 
that happening. Already the distractions and 
seductions have begun. 

Within minutes, the story b kicked into 
motionasslickthiefFranck (Vincent Cassel) 
and his gang spring a meticulously direct, 
bluntly effective plan to raid an auction and 
snatch Francisco Goya's £27m masterpiece 
Witches On The Afr (“The first great 
painter of the human mind," Simon says). 
The chaos goes like clockwork. Except 
that when Franck inspects hb prize... 
the frame is empty. 

Empty frames, of course, are one thing 
Boyle doesn't do. Characters are trapped 
by tliem, split by them and mirrored 
by them as virtuoso cinematographer 
Anthony Dod Mantle's gorgeous sliding 
angles tilt every shot into visual motif. 




When the secret to the painting's location 
is lost inside Simon's mind (thanks to 
a concussive dose of amnesia delivered mid- 
robbery by the wallop of Franck's shotgun), 
the png enlist hynpotherapist Elizabeth 
(Rosario Dawson) to eirtractit. 

Questions begin to stack. Wliere is the 
painting? Does Simon really know? Why 
is Elizabeth so intrigued? Will Franck kill 
them when he finds it? As Elizabeth be^ns a 
series of hypnotic journeys into the unmapped 
gaps in Simon's memory, fri^tening and 
confusing things begin to emerge. 

To say more would break Trance's spell, 
but you get the feeling that after Slumdog 
Millionaire's gonzo shoot, Frankenstein's 
theatrical staging and the Olympic megatron, 
Boyle wanted to go back to basics. 


Almost 20 years ago, he and screenwriter 
John Hodge began with three untrustworthy 
characters, a McGuffin and some dark secrets 
- and they duly give us a wink to their debut 
crime thriller Shallow Grave during one 
hypnotic trauma. 

Indeed, Boyle may finally have found a 
true replacement for his early muse Ewan 
McGregor: McAvoy is an actor charismatic 
enough to hold still at the centre while 
Boyle's film swirls around him. 

Immensely charming and likeable, 
while allowing disturbing hints of sadism 
to emerge from his character, he's a perfect 
fulcrum for the twists, while Dawson and 


Boyle slams it home 
with a elimax that’s 
fill! of everything he 
does best: invention, 
tension and, of eourse, 
seorehing images 




Cassel provide class and texture. The 
characters meet in a club called Analog 
London - written in huge, vivid neon 
letters - but Trance never moves with any 
reliable chronology. 

To keep us intrigued, always moving 
and always off-balance, screenwriter John 
Hodge's story relies heavily on Mantle's 
exuberant visuals and the cast's charisma. 

This is an evocative, cinematic vision 
of London, in which the city is a psycholo^cal 
state - cars travel along night roads like 
electric pulses through the brain. 

We've seen much of this before from 
Boyle: hot colours, hardcore violence, kinetic 
energy, pounding soundtrack. What's missing 
here is the grinning wit and emotional tug 
of the director's boldest triumphs. 


During one of his hypnosis reveries. 
Simon receives a beautiful package and 
carefully unwraps layer after layer only 
to discover nothing but blood and stuffing 
at its core. 

Searching for something deeper in 
Trance proves similarly elusive. It may 
be stylistically compulsive, but it never 
genuinely burrows into our minds with 
Lynchian psycho-surrealism or Nolan- 
esque cerebralism. 

As the story veers and shifts, Trwice 
loses some of its drive and direction 
by the time it reaches the final third But 
fortunately, Boyle slams it home with 
a blazing climax that's full of everything 
he does best: invention, tension, intensity 
and, of course, scorching images. 


Trust Boyle to find a way to combine 
the primal fears of burning and drowning 
in one gripping set-piece. And like 
that - tap, tap, tap, tap - you're back 
in the room. .H)\,\TII,VN CROt’KEIl 


.\NTlCIR\TION. 

Danny Hoyle's first film since 
ihf Olympic opening eercninny. 
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KNJOV.MK.VT. 

I'lilsing with loud style, 
it's a vibrant, vihey joyride. 


KIITKOSI'KCT. 
Probably all in the mind'.' 
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THE MOST 

TERRIFYING 


FILM YOU WILL 

EVER EXPERIENCE 



EXPERIENCE IT IN CINEMAS 

'APRIL -L9 


WATCH THE REDBAND TRAILER AND FIND OUT MORE AT K^'EVILDEADUK 




REIVliMBER.t J\ 
* 0 TRAVELLER, / 

THE MOST FOREIGN 
THING IS YOU 


WHEN IT COMES TO TRAVEL. GECKOS WILL 
THROW YOU STRAIGHT IN THE DEEP END. 
EAT WEIRD FOOD. RIDE PUBLIC TRWSPORT 
: AND STAY IN LOCALLY RUN PLACES. WE’LL 
TAKE YOU TO THE 'MUST-SEE' SITES BUT MIX 
IT UP WITH EXPERIENCES THAT AREN'T FOUND 
IN ANY GUIDEBDOK. AND THERE'S PLENTY OF 
FREE TIME TO DO YOUR OWN THING. IF YOU’VE 
GOT AN OPEN MIND. A SENSE DF ADVENTURE 
AND ARE WILLING TO STEP OUTSIDE THE 
COMFORT ZONE THEN YOU’LL FIT RIGHT IN. 

RUN WILD WITH GECKOS. 





WIN MOVIE TICKETS 
WITH GECKOS 



WE'RE GIVING AWAY 
DOUBLE PASSES TO RYAN 
GOSLING’S NEW FILM, THE 
PLACE BEYOND THE PINES. 

HACKNEY PICTlffiEHOUSE lOTH APRIL 

ENTER NOW, AND YOU’LL ALSO 
GO IN THE DRAW FOR A £1000 
GECKOS TRAVEL VOUCHERS 


From the director of Blue Valentine and starring 
Ryan Gosling & Bradley Cooper, The Place Beyond 
the Pines Is an epic crime drama exploring the 
unbreakable bond between fathers and sons, following 
two generations as they fight to overcome a legacy of 
blood. Be the first to see it at this special preview. 
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The 

Mesmerist 


FROM SHALLOW GRAVES AND 
OLYMPICS. DANNY BOYLE HAS 
SPELL. BUT DOES A WORKIN 
HE IS WHEN HE BECOMES 


D anny Boyle has one gear: go. Call 
It a running theme. Junkies sprinting 
towards the camera, zombies hurtling 
after them, sLumdogs scrambling 
through the streets. When he shot a movie about 
a man stuck in a hole for a week, It exploded off the 
blocks like a Pepsi Max advert. 

"I Love the way movies move forward all the 
time," says Boyle. "They just keep in motion. There’s 
a forward momentum in them which is completely 
life-affirming. That was the spirit of the opening 
ceremony: a progressive nation, moving forward." 

M 

ft 4 

Is this the life-thrust that's carried Brit film's local 
hero to such astonishing successes? Prepped for the 
priesthood before joining the church of cinema {"It's 
basically the same job - poncing around, telling 
people what to think"), this son of a labourer and 
a dinner lady grew up sharing a bedroom with his two 
sisters in a Lancashire council house and began his 
career as a truck-driver for a London theatre company. 


KAGHEADS TO OSCARS AND 
PUT THE WORLD UNDER HIS 
G-CLASS LAD FORGET WHO 
A NATIONAL TREASURE? 


Then the gold started flowing: box-office. Academy 
Awards, Olympics. 

Ask the 56-year-old about the most extravagant 
thing he's ever bought himself and he'll tell you about 
his sofa ("I've had it for 10 years, so it was well worth 
it"), Butjust how far has Boyle's momentum taken him 
from who he is? Can you still be a man of the people 
while you're spending - and earning - a fortune? "No. 
No, you can't,* he shakes his head. "I've seen that 
written, but I would never describe myself like that. 
You can't. Your circumstances change and you can’t 
pretend to know what it is to be impoverished" 

But no matter how high he flies, Boyle always 
seems to find the pulse of the people Two decades 
ago, Irainspotting hit the main vein of British culture 
to send cinema-goers rolling. Five years ago, Slumdog 
Miliionam won Hollywood hearts and minds 
to own the Oscars. And his epic, playful, spectacular 
Olympic opener wowed an audience of more than 
a billion people. 

"If you don’t allow yourself to be totally seduced 
by the other world which opens to you - which 
is money and business-class air fares and 


invitations to spend weekends at places - if you 
don’t go too far down that road, you can still 
deliver something that represents something 
about us... For how long, it's very difficult to tell. 
Your work’s the evidence of it." 

The evidence is giddy. He’s test-driven almost 
every genre (drug drama, comedy, horror, sci-f() 
and raced around the world (London, Phuket, 
Mumbai, Utah). But after 10 films and two decades. 
Boyle has started to realise what they're all about. 
"It’s weird." he nods. "Because of the genre, you 
keep thinking you're making a different film. But 


doesn’t suit me") arvd he won't book a return ticket to 
space for. say, Prometheus 2 (’I enjoyed Prometheus, 
but yeah... they should probably ask some other 
directors first"). 



He may not have witten any of his films, but Boyle 
has unconsciously inked himself into each of 
them. Never more so than Millions, the fairytale 
about a boy who stumbles upon a suitcase 
of cash but remains unaffected by it. "That felt very 


"EGO HOVERS OVER 
ALL OF US... IT'S VERY 
DESTRUCTIVE BUT IT'S 
ALSO VERY CREATIVE" 


actually it’s the same film: they're all about an 
individual overcoming apparently insurmountable 
obstacles to get what they want." 

The characters in Danny Boyle's films do 
extraordinary things to get hold of money. But 
Boyle does everything he can to get away from 
it. You can't blame him: the biggest budget of his 
career nearly killed him, Literally, in fact, as eight- 
foot waves capsized a boat while he was shooting 
The Beach, trapping the director, DiCaprio and the 
crew underneath it. The movie itself was no flop, 
more than tripling its $50m budget at the box- 
office - that’s the power of posf-77tanic Leo - but 
Boyle realised then that he needed to pilot Leaner, 
faster, more agile vessels. 

'If you make a film for five million quid, you can't 
have a dead baby in it," he said after Trainspotting. 
He rules out ever doing a Bond film ("No, not fiar me. 
No. I read all the books, more than once, but a big unit 


autobiographical," he says. "More the fact that he's 
a boy whose imagination is all that matters to him. 
Not money or other things. When I look back, that's 
how I made all my decisions' 

That’s exactly how it’s been for Boyle, whether 
it's turning down Hollywood (thanks but no thanks 
to Alien -4 and a remake of Park Chan-wook's Lady 
VengeatKC among others) or the Queen (thanks but 
no thanks to a knighthood). 

"The Olympics thing, you don't feel like it's 
a personal achievement." he explains. "I felt like 
- this sounds ridiculous, I know - I felt like it's a 
national service. You don't think. 'Ah, thats because 
I’m fucking brilliant' Which you do think a little bit 
to do with the Oscars..." 

Did you? "Yeah, well, you do," he admits. "You 
might want to appear to be modest, but you can't 
help but have it affect you. You can't help but think, 
’Aaah!’ Its ego and it hovers over all of us." 




Has success changed him at all? "It's very destructive 
but it's also very creative. It gives you the confidence 
and you surge. It certainly gave us the confidence 
to then do a very difficult film which wouldn't 
normally get financed ” 

With Hollywood at his feet and the freedom 
to do anything, Boyle opted to make a film about 
a man stuck under a rock. Pitched by the director as 
an "action film with aguy who can’t move". 127 Hours 
was in fact yet more proof that Boyle's movies do 
move. Ask Aron Ralston, whose true story the film 
was based on: he wept the first time he watched 


its twisting story - three characters, a mulb'-milUon- 
pound McGuffin, murder, bad romance - leads all 
the way home to his debut Shadow Grave. 

But what's uniquely special about Boyle is 
perhaps his Lack of pessimism. The strange thing 
about his films, no matter how brutal they often 
are, is the heartfelt energy and optimism that makes 
them impossible to resist. "I'm just like that in nature," 
says Boyle. "I believe in optimism as a life force. My 
mum used to have this expression when things went 
wrong: 'All your bad luck go with it.' That was her life 
philosophy, so I've always cherished that." 


"I BELIEVE IN OPTIMISM 
AS A LIFE FORCE... I WON'T 
BE BITTER WHEN IT ENDS. 

I BELIEVE IN THE FUTURE" 


James Franco chop his arm off with a penknife. 
Boyle himself had thought of his father, who broke 
his Leg at the top of the stairs and had to drag himself 
to the phone. 'It was a long way, but he did It..." 

It's this down-to-earth emotional connection 
that keeps Boyle and his films grounded. He Lives 
in East London and he’s staying there. "When 1 was 
doing the Olympic ceremony, 1 was really conscious 
of this," he says. '1 was thinking, 'Fucking hell, this 
city...’ 1 Love London. People talk about London 
as this symbol that you can be who you want 
to be. And this extraordinary city has given me 
everything in my life." 

Not only is his Latest film. Trance, set in London, 
but it’s a cute follow-up to 127 Hours: from 
a wilderness film where every single person in the 
audience knows the ending to a city film where 
no one knows what's coming next. More than that, 


it's true. Look at Ewan McGregor, plunging down 
into "the worst toilet in Scotland" only to find himself 
in pure, glittering water. Boyle transforms horror and 
hardship into magic and euphoria. Slumdog’s terrible 
blinding incident is somehow redeemed by a joyous 
Bollywood musical number. 127 Hours’ agonising 
arm-hacking is an ecstatic release. 

"You might as well be like that," says Boyle. "You've 
got a limited time and you stretch that for as Long 
as you can. That sense of momentum carries you 
forward and makes you rise. 1 like that energy in films 
and in storytelling, it’s not cheerleading filmmaking, 
but it fills you with a kind of potential. And 1 won't 
be one of the people who's bitter when it all ends 
- because they will call time on you eventually. 
1 believe in the future carrying on." 

Like Renton, like Ralston, like the hero of Trance, 
Danny Boyle chooses Life @ 



★ ★★★ ★★★★ 

THE PLACE BEYOND T4IE PINES 





Dark 

Visions 

HOW THE MOVIE CAMERA’S EVIL EYE 
TRANSFORMED HYPNOTISM INTO A SINISTER ART... 

Words by Deirdre Barrett 


W hen a hypnotist appears on 
screen, expect evil. For more than 
a century, celluloid mesmerists 
have swung watches, twirled spiral 
disks and transfixed the unsuspecting with their 
piercing ^ze. Maidens surrendered their virtue and 
good men staggered away, glassy-eyed, to steal 
and kill, while those familiar with real hypnosis 
convulsed with Laughter or indignation. But why 
exactly is hypnosis at the movies so maligned? 

o 

Ethologists have observed that when any two 
animals, including humans, stare at each other 
unblinkingly for more than three seconds, they are 
invariably — to quote one behavioural coding system 
- about to either "fight or fuck." On the silver screen, 
there's a third alternative; you’re about to fall into 
a deep hypnotic trance where you can be controlled. 
Films occasionally employ the primal applications 
of the stare: in '40s Westerns, cowboys froze and 
locked eyes just before the shootout and Rudolph 
Valentino's reputation as the 'Great Lover' was built 
partly on his trademark smouldering gaze. More 
often, though, film reserves unbridled murderous 
or sexual eye contact - or an ambiguous 
combination of the two - for the mesmerist. 


Topping British and American bestseller lists at 
the advent of cinema, George du Maurier's 1894 
novel Trilby became the most Influential proto^pe 
for film hypnosis. It describes mesmerist Svengali 
seducing naive young Trilby while endowing 
her with an unearthly singing voice. At Least 
eight versions have been filmed - including 19)1 
silent melodrama SvengaU, the most successful 
1931 version starring John Barrymore and 1983 
made-for-TV movie with Jodie Foster as Trilby - 
signifying how powerfully the hypnotist captured 
the popular imagination. 

Countless films featured similar plots of 
malevolent males using hypnosis to seduce and 
control hapless heroines. Ethnologist frenlos Eibl- 
Eibesfeldt noted that during the "copulatory gaze", 
the pupils dilate. To mimic this for the mesmerist, 
filmmakers lined the actors' eyes with black 
pencil. The metaphoric sense of energy radiating 
from the eyes was concreted with lighting effects. 
In Svengali, there is a glow around the eyes of the 
mesmerist. In animated films, rays emanate from 
the eyes of the hypnotist while those of the subject 
spiral or go white. The hypnotic stare has become 
so much of a cliche that the 1979 vampire spoof 
Love At First Bite featured duelling hypnotists 
commanding, "Look into my eyes." "No, you look 
into my eyes." "No..."^5f 


The other most popular use of hypnosis 
in film has been to compel innocents to murder. 
In director Robert Wiene's massively influential 
silent horror The Cabinet Of Dr Caligari (1919), 
the title character has a carnival act in which 
he controls a 'somnambulist' for audiences' 
amusement. By night, he sends the somnambulist 
to murder sleeping men and women. Wiene's film 
was so successful that decades of subsequent 
films featured variants of this plot, usually with the 
hypnotic murders treated as real. 

But with the exception of The Cabinet Of Dr 
Caligari, the most popular hypnotic film of all 
time was The Hypnotic Eye ( I960). It sees a stage 
hypnotist select attractive young women from 
the audience, bring them on stage for innocuous 
antics and then give them secret suggestions 
to return home and mutilate themselves. He, in turn, 
is under the hypnotic control of a once beautiful 
performer who has suffered disfiguring burns. 

The Hypnotic Eye makes overt what is implied 
in much of the hypnosis-for-murder genre: 
the hypnotist is a bitter person who would 
be ineffectual without this extraordinary skill. 
The film was subtitled or dubbed into 20 
languages and the depiction of hypnosis as light 
entertainment masking dark destruction was 
disseminated around the world. 

Horror seized hypnotism most readily. In Bram 
Stoker's Dracula, it's the heroic Doctor Van Helsing 
who hypnotises bite-victim Lucy to help her reveal 
Dracula's daytime refuge. However, in all but one 
of the film versions, this scene Is omitted and 
instead Dracula is the one practising hypnosis. 
But the viUainous use of hypnosis to commit 
crimes also shows up in comedies such as Woody 
Allen's The Curse Of The Jade Scorpion, in which 


Allen volunteers for a turbaned stage hypnotist 
and ends up compelled to commit a series 
of jewellery thefts. 

In fact, almost every genre has ventured into 
hypnosis and turned it to dark purposes. From pom 
{Stnpnotized, Hypnotic Hookers) to children's cat- 
and-mouse cartoons (Caligari-like clown Dr Bozo 
attempts evil in a 1982 Scooby-Doo episode). 

r ^ 

So are there any positive or realistic depictions 
of hypnosis in film? Well, yes - a very few. Probably 
the best depiction of hypnotherapy is in Sidney 
Lumet's big-screen adaptation of Equus (1977). 
Some atypical details are used for visual interest — 
there's a rhythmically tapping pen and the patient 
isasked to act out memories In age-regression - but 
the explanation of hypnosis by psychiatrist Richard 
Burton and his patient's subsequent experience 
of it are remarkably realistic. 

One film which is quite ne^tlve about hypnosis 
but unusually realistic in what it selects as its dangers 
is Todd Solondz's dark comedy Storytelling (2001 ). 
After his favoured older brother is left brain-damaged 
in a football acddent. the neglected youngest son 
of a dysfunctional middle-class family asks his fether 
if he can hypnotise him. His dazed father mutters, 
’Sure, whatever" and this highly suggestible and 
recently traumatized man goes rapidly into a trance. 
5toryte(t/ngplays out the fantasies of parental fevour 
and all the ice-cream one can eat more amusingly 
but also more reabsticaUy than a 1994 comedy with 
virtually the same plot. No Dessert, Dad, Until You 
Mow The Lawn. 

Even when the depiction of hypnosis is positive, 
it's virtually always depicted from an observer's 



vantage, not on the altered state of consciousness 
from the subject's perspective. Shallow Hal (2001 ) 
- in which self-help guru Tony Robbins hypnotises 
Jack Black ("Demons be gonel") to see a woman's 
inner beauty literally - serves partialLy as a vehicle 
for two hours of fat jokes. 

But cinema's one great effort at depicting 
the subject's experience is Stir Of Echoes ( 1999). 
Though it eventually spirals into a supernatural 
thriller there's a realistic early scene in which Kevin 
Bacon argues about the reality of hypnosis with 
a lay hypnotherapist and then agrees to try being 
hypnotised. During Che induction, the hypnotist 
tells Bacon he's in a theatre. Viewers see Bacon's 
imagery - a well-lit auditorium with red seats. 
The hypnotist says, "it is dark' and the lights dim. 
'The seats are black" and their colour changes. 

When Bacon wakes up, amnesic for some 
of the childhood embarrassments he's relived 
and the pin the hypnotist has stuck in his hand, his 
confused discomfort is palpable. The film is unique 
in its vivid depiction of the subjective experience. 
Wher^ he begins to receive supernatural 
impressions. Bacon learns that the hypnotist has 
given him a suggestion to "be more open'; the 
danger of an ambiguous suggestion is quite realistic 
even if the specific outcome is preposterous. 

As Ming The Merciless in Flash Gordon, 
Max von Sydow hypnotised Melody Anderson 
to perform a sexy dance, But Lars von Trier's film 
Europa begins with von Sydow's voice giving 
hypnotic Inductions ("You will now listen to my 
voice...") and ends with wake-up suggestions. 
While a few highly susceptibles might go into 
a trace while viewing Europa. Werner Herzog took 
the experience of hypnosis to another level on 
the other side of the camera. Before each day's 


filming for Heart Of Glass, he hypnotised all but 
one of the cast members, who move through 
the film with excruciating slowness, eyes rolled 
up into their heads (you can read the full feature 
on page 34], 

✓V 
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The distortion and vilification of hypnosis go far 
beyond that of other psychological phenomena. 
Dreams have suffered indignities (the Nightmare 
On £tm Street saga), while psychotherapists have 
been depicted as cross-dressing killers (Dressed 
To Kill) and cannibals (Silence Of The Lambs). 
However, these are offset by numerous others 
which depict positive aspects of dreaming (Akira 
Kurosawa's Dreams) and psychotherapy (Robert 
Redford's Ordinary People). 

The most likely difference? Everyone dreams 
and - in Hollywood, at least - almost everyone 
is in psychotherapy. Hypnotism remain mysterious 
to many. But it's telling that hypnosis films in the 
first half of the 20th century were unrelentingly 
negative and all examples of positive or realistic 
depictions come from the second half Perhaps, 
partly, because many modem directors, actors and 
screenwriters have increasingly used hypnosis for 
quitting smoking or headache relief 

But the plots of successful movies are recycled 
endlessly If there was a Hollywood hit in which 
the protagonist benefited from hypnotherapy, 
more would follow. One good screenplay would 
go a long way to snapping cinema out It ® 

Deirdre Barrett leaches psycholoiyat Harvard Medical School 
and js the author of Ths Pregnant hUri And Other Cases From 
A Hypnorflerapisti Couch. 



The Secret In 
Their Eyes 

MEET FIVE HOLLYWOOD FILM STARS WHO OWE 
THEIR FAME AND FORTUNE TO A TRANCE... 
Words by Adam Woodward 


Sylvester Stallone wins an Oscar Kevin Costner cures his seasickness 


Michael Sylvester Gardenzio Stallone came dose 
to throwing in the towel after his futile decade-long 
pursuit of big-screen success left him with crippling 
self-doubt. So how did Sly go from 'Subway Thug #1' 
to double-Oscar-nominated hero? ’Stallone told me 
his career seemed to be siaUed.* remembers hypnotist 
Gil Boyne *1 explained how self-hypnosis could help 
him to express his creativity and develop the conflder>ce 
to do K.* Within SIX months. Stallone had written 
the script for Rocky and took Boyne's tape with him 
during the shoot '! was scared to death,’ said Stallone 
*But every day I played the subconscious motivation 
recordings made for me in Los Angeles ' Now you know 
who to blame for Over The Top 


"L-L-L-Luke, I am y-y-your f-f-father." Imagine Darth 
Vader fumbling the mother of all bombshells Imagine 
Mufasa telling Simba about the c-c-c-orcle of life 
At age five, the man whose inimitable timbre helped 
create some of cinema's most iconic characters 
developed a stutter so severe that he refused to speak 
aloud Jones remained furtctionally mute until high- 
school, where he emerged from his shell by seeir^g 
a hypnotherapist - and being made to recite poetry 
in class each day — to begin his path to oratory glory 



During the making of I995's wet'n'wild post-apocalyptic 
folly WaterwoHd. Kevin Costner had a private hyprwtist 
flown to Hawaii to cure his seasickness Spending 1S7 
days in a large artificial seawater enclosure, working six 
days a week, you can hardly blame him for coming down 
with a bout of nautical nausea The hypnosis worked 
wonders, but that wasn’t the end of Key's worries - 
he almost died when hts boat got caught in a squall 
while he was tied to the mast 


Matt Damon quits smoking 


Even the most immacuLate stars have grotty habits that 
take some kicking Exhibit A Matt Damon. Around the 
time of Oceans Twelve, the actor hired a Los Angeles 
hypnotherapist to help him quit smoking after 16 years 
Three sessions later Damon's cravings were gone for 
good. *1 swear to God it worked,* he said. "It was one 
of the greatest decisions of my life." Predictably, Ben 
Affleck duly signed up for hypnosis and kicked his ciggy 
addiction too 


Hollywood playboy Tony Curtis sought psychiatric 
help for eight years to cure his fear of flying Eventually, 
he gave hypnosis a try While under a trance in art early 
session, Curtis recalled a traumatic World War Two 
experience when oneof his plane's engines cut out while 
flying over Africa and the captain was forced to make 
an emergency Landirtg After reliving this frightening 
event. Curtis agreed to be taken up in a light aircraft 
and found his fear of flying was gond^S 
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Put A Spell 
On You 


TRANCE STAR 
ROSARIO DAWSON 
OPENS HER MIND 

Interview by Jonathan Crocker 
Photography by Sam Christmas 


WHAT DO YOU REMEMBER? 

"I was maybe 10. 1 remember I was sat in front of the TV on my beLLy, my head 
resting on my hands and I just felt this tremor of excitement through my body. 
Like I knew my Life would be different from this moment on. I remember watching 
The Rocky Horror Picture Showand Dr Frank-N-Furter is coming down in the 
elevator. There's a close-up shot of this platform shoe going up and down to the 
beat, and my heart was pumping to the beat of it. Then the gate opens, the cape 
comes off and he's Like, 'Mow'd you do, I?' When he spun around, it was Like an 
explosion of pure joy! It's still my favourite movie to this very day" 


WHAT CAN’T YOU FORGET? 

"The first time I met Danny Boyle was on a film neither of us ended up 
doing. It was a really, really cool project, but I guess it was thought to be 
too similar to Benjamin Button. I Love that script - and I know he Loved 
that script- It ended up not happening, but honestly, it was one of the best 
scripts I've ever read. It was called Solomon Grundy. We still talk about it." 


WHAT ARE YOU AFRAID OF? 

"I always get worried about scenes in those terrible films about being 
kidnapped, you wake up and your organs are being harvested. I just think 
about that! Wake up in some place, no anaesthesia, my organs being on the 
black market and there's nothing I can do! It's not really what you want..." 


WHAT CHANGED YOUR LIFE? 

"Obviously, Kids. I was discovered for that movie. I decided to be an actor 
after that. Spike saw it and it was one of the reasons I got cast in He Got 
Game. Then I was working with Quentin Tarantino and Oliver Stone and 
getting my throat torn out working with Rob Zombie. I get recognised 
for Kids still. People Love watching it. It was acting, too. I'm not Like that 
character: a sexually promiscuous teenager! I put on a voice and everything." 


WHAT AREN’T YOU TELLING US? 

"One of the funny things people would probably never think about me? My 
favourite thing on the planet is Conan The Barbarian. Yes. And I am totally 
serious about anti-violence campaigns, but Rambo's tagline - 'Heroes Don't 
Die, They Reload’ - is the dopest thing ever. You know how I tell everybody 
that in Death Proof I did my hair like Betty Page? But how much did my hair 
actually Look like James Earl Jones' in the first Conan? Come on..." ® 






Blind Rapture 
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Concentrate your gaze on the red neart and you Mill nake 
the surrounding Blue circle disappear. 


WHAT HAPPENS WHEN YOU HYPNOTISE 
YOUR MOVIE'S ENTIRE CAST? IN 1976, 
WERNER HERZOG FOUND OUT... 


rr 


Words by David Jenkins 


D oyourself a favour when you’re 
out in the countryside and you 
see a chicken," advised Werner 
Herzog once. "Try to look 
a chicken in the eye with great intensi^. 
"nie intensity of stupidity that is looking 
back at you is just amazing. By the way, it's 
very easy to hypnotize a chicken; they are 
very prone to hypnosis and in one or two 
films I have actually shown that." Chickens. 
Humans. What's the difference? 

In 1976, maverick director Herzog made 
one of the strangest films of all time. 
The tale was simple. Based on Bavarian 
legend, Heart Of Glass concerns a small 
mountainside town of glass-blowers 
whose only product is a brilliant ruby-red 
glass.Whenthe foreman of the factory dies 
suddenly, the secret recipe for this precious 
glass dies with him. The townspeople soon 
descend into madness... 


TTie secret to capturing this collective 
madness, Herzog decided, was to have 
every actor hypnotised in every scene. 
"This use of hypnosis could give us access 
to our inner state of mind, starting from 
a new perspective." he said. Herzog placed 
an ad in a newspaper looking for someone 
to help with his crazy scheme. "I hired 
a professional hypnotist when 1 was 


starting out," he explained. "But he was 
into all this new age bullshit. He was into 
all this stupidity about extraterrestrial 
force and gravity fields. I Just couldn't take 
it. So I dismissed him." Herzog decided 
to take on the task himself. 

Most of the film was shot in Bavaria. 
Just a few miles from where Herzog was 
raised in the remote village of Sachrang 
in the Chiemgau Alps. But Herzog did not 
have a detailed knowledge of hypnosis 
before he made the film, so a certain 
amount of testing was needed to see 
what was feasible. "We had to find out 
if people were stable enough. Is it possible 
while under hypnosis to open your eyes 
without waking up? Yes. Can two people 
who are under hypnosis communicate 
with one another? Yes. What it does 
to the brain is still unknown. How to deal 
with it and how to Induce it is very well 
known. There are very simple techniques. 
It’s like sleep." 

On set every day was Alan Greenberg, 
an aspiring filmmaker and Herzog disciple 
whose book, Every Night The Trees 
Disappear, recalls what happened as Herzog 
went to work on a group of his actors. 

"In two minutes, all four were deeply 
hypnotised. Recognising this, Herzog gave 
them their acting directions. He told them 
that they stood on heavenly ground, but 
when they opened their eyes they 


would see a Land troubled by terrible giants. 
They would be so frightened, he went on, that 
their lips would twitter and their limbs would 
shake. But he assured them that no matter 
how fearsome things might seem, they would 
be quite safe and well protected and could 
speak their Lines with no trouble whatsoever' 

An early draft of Herzog’s script describes 
the stylised scenes he hoped to conjure; "The 
men become mute, the paralysis overcoming 
them, as they grow into marble and ore. 
People sit down, madness etched upon their 
faces.' And sure enough, the hypnotised 
cast, many of whom were non-actors, move 
as if they are underwater. Their eyes are glazed. 
The speech Is sluggish. Their reactions to tragic 
events arrive a beat or two too Late, as if the 
electronic pulses are getting lost on their way 
to the brain. 

An early scene in Heart Of Glass 
showcases the various advantages of acting 
under hypnosis. We enter the town via 
a deserted bierkeller in which two men sit 
staring blankly at one another. Their craggy, 
unwashed faces and coarse muslin attire amp 
up the promise of violence. One growls that 
he intends to sleep off his hangover on the 
other’s corpse, prompting zero reaction from 
his drinking partner. Soon after, he smashes his 
pint pot over the others head, getting beer 
poured over him in stilted recompense. 

This slo-mo fracas reveals the comic 
potential of acting under this strange spell. 
Heart Of Glass could be seen as a black 
comedy, staging high drama and panic in the 
lowest frequency possible. It’s amusing, but 
also disturbing seeing these people unable 
to physically emote in time with the world 
as it goes by. One scene in which a wide- 
eyed, shom-haired woman starts stripping 
in a club promptsyou to question whether she 
really knows or understands what she’s doing. 
It also serves to cut through the pretensions 
of The Method, presenting a form of acting 
that's almost beyond the bounds of rational 
human experience. 


Herzog described Heart Of Glass as being 
about a group of people who are sucked into 
a collective trance and then wander aimlessly 
into a foreseen disaster. As the townsfolk 
were once lorded over by their beloved 
overseer, now they have Herzog as their 
devious master 


What's especially fascinating about Heart 
OfGlassisthat it'safllm which demonstrates 
a clever dovetailing of form and content. 
As we observe these people under their 
collective trance, the film attempts 
to induce a trance-like state in us. Its woozy 
opening shots are spectacular, clouds rolling 
over a pine forest in time-lapsed fury. Lava 
bubbles in a crater. Swiss yodelLers foment 
the sense of gurgling rapture and folk- 
prog group PopoL Vuh drag the soundtrack 
into psychedelic overdrive. In fact, Herzog 
wanted to begin Heart Of Glass with a clip 
in which he would hypnotise the audience 
and end the film by awakening them. 
His financial backers vetoed the idea. 

"Herzog’s coordinate points are strange," 
notes Claude Chiarini, a consultant on 
the film would become a neurologist 
at a Parisian mental institution "They have 
a psychotic character, although he Is not 
by any means psychotic. He surrounds 
himself with madness The people he knows 
and works with are primarily mad. Ultimately 
that is not very good for him, I think." 

Heart Of Glass is indeed a film of 
despair and desolation, adding to Herzog's 
overarching thesis that man is doomed 
to failure and will eventually become 
engulfed by the awesome indifference 
of the natural world. It's not a film about the 
apocalypse, but a film about how people 
would react to the apocalypse. When the 
end finally comes, Herzog assures us that 
we'll all waddle into the abyss together like 
headless chickens 
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Nativity With St Francis 
Caravaggio 

Nearly three metres tall, this epic 
stunner was painted by Italian brush-don 
Michelangelo Merisi da Caravaggio while 
he was on the run after killing a man. 
Weirdly fitting, then, that the Sicilian Mafia 
were destined to steal it in 1969. It’s never 
been seen since and. although a Mobster 
Informant claimed the painting was eaten 
by pigs on a farm and the remnants burnt to 
ashes, the FBI is still attempting to recover 
It and values it at a cool $20 million, 


2 . 

The Concert 
Vermeer 

The most valuable stolen work of art in the 
world, snatched during the most femous art 
heist in history. Hours after Boston celebrated 
St Patrick's Day in 1990, two thieves dressed as 
police officers bound and gagged the guards 
at the Isabelle Stewart Gardener Museum. 
Exactly 81 minutes later, they disappeared 
with 13 pieces of art, including Vermeer’s 
masterpiece. Little more than 30 paintings 
by Vermeer exist -and this precious, powerful 
work is worth a staggering $200 million, 


3 . 

Storm On The Sea Of Galilee 
Rembrandt 

Look closely. Standing on the deck Looking out 
at us is Rembrandt himself. Beside him and the 
12 apostles. Jesus calms the giant waves that 
surge around the ship. Maybe it’s not the storm 
that’s causing the 17th-century Dutch genius 
such dismay- Rembrandt’s only seascape was 
snatched along with Vermeer's The Concert 
in the infemous Boston heist. Thieves Love the 
Big R: his portrait of Jacob de Gheyn 111 has 
been dubbed the "Takeaway Rembrandt", 
having been stolen fourtimes since 1966. 





FIVE STOLEN MASTERPIECES THE WORLD IS STILL SEARCHING 


FOR. THEY’RE THE GREATEST PAINTINGS YOU'LL NEVER SEE 


4 . 

View Of The Sea At Scheveningen 
Van Gogh 


5 . 

The Just Judges 
Van Eyck 


GOING. GOING... GONE! 


On a blustery day, Vincent Van Gogh set up 
his easel and painted "pLein-air" at a beach 
resort in the Netherlands. As he worked, the 
strong wind sent sand spraying into his thickly 
applied paint, to remain stuck there as part 
of his art. This raw early work disappeared 
in 2002, however, when two thieves climbed 
the roof of Amsterdam's Van Gogh Museum, 
dropped in and swiped it during a $30m heist. 
Despite a $133,000 reward for its recovery, 
it has never been found. 


Stolen six times (seven, depending on who 
you ask) in seven centuries since 1430, 
Jan van Eyck's staggering panel-painting 
The Ghent Altarpiece takes the award for the 
most pinched painting of all time, It survived 
Reformation riots. Napoleon and the First 
V/orld War, but one panel - The Just Judges 
- remains missing 77 years after it was stolen 
and held for ransom. On his deathbed, the thief 
revealed that only he knew where the painting 
was hidden. He took the secret to his grave. 


Which masters have had the 
most paintings stolen? 

821 Pablo Picasso 
468 Salvador Dail 
429 Joan Mird 
382 Marc Chagall 
301 Andy Warhol 
274 Rembrandt 
252 Rend Reinicke 
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Catch MicheL 
If You Can 



HE WAS RESPONSIBLE FOR 90 PERCENT OF ALL ART 
SMUGGLING ON THE PLANET - BEFORE SCOTLAND 
YARD HIRED HIM. THE SCREENWRITER BEHIND THE 
TRUE STORY THAT HOLLYWOOD CAN'T WAIT TO FILM 
REVEALS THE WORLD'S GREATEST ART THIEF... 
Words by King Adz 


ff 


M ichel van Rijn's story is much 
more Interesting than the 
DiCaprio character in Catch 
Me If You Can." said former 
US attorney general Webb 
HubbeLL."lt's the concept that art Lovers could 
be inadvertently fir^ancing terrorism..." 

I first met Michel van Rijn at the beginning 
of the decade when he was living in the 
middle of Chelsea next door to Eric Clapton. 
The sLeight-of-hand smuggler slap-bang 
next to ol SLowhand. Michel used to buy 
me lunch and tell me stories of his Life. 
We laughed at how Bansky used to sneak 
into the world’s art galleries and hang his own 
work. So did Michel. 

But the difference was that MicheL didn't 
sneak in - a little man from the museum 
would hang his stolen art for him. And 
by now. wherever Michel went, an armed 
ex-special-forces minder went with him, 
even to the pub. tooled-up like a thug 


from a bad gangster movie. Except this 
was really happening. 

Michel is one of the world's last true 
adventurers. His autobiography Hot An Cold 
Cash - which reads more like one of 007’s 
adventures than an art history book - almost 
blew the arts and antiquities world apart. But 
that was only half the story. It took five years 
for the publisher's libel lawyers to clear the 
manuscript and Michel still insists they cut 
out all the really good bits. 

Michel was born in '50s Pans to a Dutch 
father and Jewish-French mod^er, both artists. 
He started out in business while he was still 
at school, when, on a mad, uncontrollable 
impulse, he rented a vacant ^ILery in the heart 
of Amsterdam. Needing something to sell, he 
and a friend drove to IstanbuLand bought some 
very cheap sheepskin coats. He shifted them 
without breaking a sweat, but it was on the 
return journey for more coats that his whole 
world changed in a heartbeat, 






'The owner proudly displayed several pieces 
of brightly coloured rubbish which i politely 
declined." remembers van Rijn. 'Then I saw it; 
the silver censer, A genuine Byzantine piece 
which seemed to shine out among the modern 
imitation antiques, i picked it up, glanced at it 
and put it down again, apparently dismissing 
it. The elderly Turk recognised this as a ritual 
gesture and proceeded to extol the virtues of 
the piece. It was in that moment that my heart 
was captured by the unfathomable beauty of 
antiquities, i was hooked like a fucking junkie, 
i had to have that piece." 

The silver censer was slipped In with 
the van-load of stinking coats and made it 
back to Amsterdam without a hitch - thanks 
to the rancid smell from the uncured sheepskin 
no customs officer wanted to look in the 
back, let alone search it. The censer sold for 
iO times the amount that both van-loads of 
coats fetched. Van Rijn knew where his future lay; 
"Fuck sheepskin coats, Tm moving to Beirut." 

The Lebanese capital wasn't known as the 
Paris of the East for nothing - it used to be the 
wealthiest, most artistic place on the planet with 
a seemingly limitless supply of people seLlingart, 
antiquities and other priceless artefacts, it didn't 
take Michel long to realise that the smartest guys 
in the room were the Armenians. They had their 
own quarter in the city, which is where Michel 
happened upon two of the most amazing icons 
ever to have been smuggled out of the Soviet 
Union - and they needed a good home. 

The staggering amount of money these 
artifacts fetched opened Michel’s eyes like 
saucers. He soon flew Into Armenia - with 
stacks of dollars sewn into the lining of his suit 
- to scoop the treasures at the source. This 
trip defined how business was done (with cash) 
and how to get around the authorities (with 
more cash and bottles of French Brandy). It also 
made Michel a very, very rich man. "I bought 
a penthouse with the proceeds from the first 
first icons," he recalls. "I bought my own fucking 
plane with the next ones." 

For the next two decades. Michel 
wheeled'n'dealed his way across the planet, 
partying hard, buying low, selling high, getting 


his fingers as dirty as he could with looted art. 
He began bis Paris operations in the '80s and 
soon was dealing in high art, with Miro, Picasso, 
Chagall and Lfiger hanging on gallery walls. 

But more and more, the art works he began 
dealing with were fakes. *1 assembled a great 
team of forgers, artists making the most beautiful 
pieces of art, indistinguishable from the real 
thing. It was like they were remaking history. 
Just for me!" 

it was around this time that van Rijn sold 
a sketch by Leonardo da Vinci (for his painbng 
The Virgin Of The Rocks) to a Japanese museum 
for $14,500,000- He'd bought it for $175,000. But 
before he could ship the drawing out of Italy, the 
story blew up on the front pages. 

“There was complete hysteria," he remembers. 
"National television coverage went berserk and 
formal government statements were issued." 
Italian authoribes wanted to jail Michel for the 
illegal export of an item of national importance, 
but were powerless toact when the drawing turned 
out to be a fake created by one of Michel's artisans. 

m 

Over the years, his clients included Mafia dons, 
movie stars, corrupt politicians, terrorists, narco- 
traffickers. the richest man in the world, as well 
as run-of-the-mill millionaires and aristocrats. 
But it couldn't last forever and warrants for his 
arrest were soon Issued in France. Switzerland, 
Italy and Holland. 

It being the '80s, there was only one place left 
to run; Marbella. ' i was mates with the head of 
the Cosa Nostra who lived in Puerto Banus," says 
van Rijn. "He sorted everything for me for as long 
as he could. But with the amount of heat I had 
attracted it was never going to be forever." 

When the Spanish police conducted a dawn 
raid, Michel came out with his hands in the air, 
smiling affably, smoking a Marlboro and cold- 
rocking his trademark Ralf Lauren polo. Burberry 
shorts and Gucci loafers. But the arrest was Just 
a warm-up for what was to come: Michel’s one- 
year-old son drowned in a tragic swimming pool 
accident and the smuggler stopped In his tracks 
as his own Life lit up in front of him. 




Smuggling, forging, drinking, Lying. Beruit, 
Paris, MarbelLa, Madrid. Parties, criminals, 
terrorists, prison. Money- he’d made it. Enemies: 
he’d made them too. Art: he'd assembled one 
of the finest collections of Byzantine Icons 
on the planet. Family; he'd now been married 
seven times, fathering eight children. 

His brain fizzing over with grief and 
uncertainty, Michel asked himself; "What the 
fuck am i doing with my life?” And Like that, the 
poacher turned game-keeper. It was time to give 
something back. Van Rijn began a crusade against 
the man he used to be, dedicating the rest of his 
Life to hunting down criminal dealers who were 
making millions from stolen art and antiquities. 

It was a decision which came at a hefty 
price - the one on his head. A notorious family 
of drug and art smugglers from Afghanistan put 
out a hit on van Rijn for £250,000. The contract 
was accepted by Local a Taliban 'craftsman' and 
van Rijn made a discovery that shook him to the 
core: antiquity-lovers are buying stolen pieces 
from dealers who are channelling the profits 
into terrorist activities. Put simply, the art world 
is funding global terrorism. And Michel had 
kicked the hornet's nest. 

"You never fear the people who threaten you," 
he says. "But the ones I exposed with smuggling 
routes - also used for heroin - are much heavier 
people. They don't threaten. They just turn up on 
your fucking doorstep. One morning 1 received 
photos of my kids Leaving the house for school. 
The message was loud and clear." 

By now, the heat around the corner was 
starting to singe the hairs on his neck. Back in 
1989, Michel was sat drinking his usual afternoon 
cocktail on the terrace of his Amsterdam hotel, 
surrounded by Yugoslavian bodyguards. He'd 
been dealing with a mass of stolen treasures 
pouring out of the Balkans thanks to the unrest 
there and had come into contact with a pair 
of psychopathic crime bosses - one who just 
happened to have been shot dead in the middle 
of a drug-related deal. Nothing to do with 
Michel, but the crime family thought otherwise. 
'I was just getting over the amount of money 
I had watched disappear when I heard a crack and 
wondered why all my bodyguards had hit the 


floor," he says. "Then fell a pain in my Leg. I had 
been shot from a passing boat on the canal." 

Fast-forward to the mid '905. Michel is 
walking from a restaurant to his hotel in St Louis, 
USA. He had been working undercover with the 
FBI exposing a massive antiquities fraud that Led 
all the way back to the one of America's biggest 
political dynasties and $S6m hidden in a freezer. 
This time, he’d gone too dose to something 
too big. "The next thing I knew, someone had 
started shooting at me and I was Lying face-down 
on the pavement." he remembers. "Luckily they 
missed. I didn't give them a second chance." 
Van Rijn caught the next plane out of the US, 
never to return. Before someone else made 
him disappear, van Rijn decided to pull his own 
vanishing act. 

e 

The art world's Indiana Jones may have hung 
up his hat, but his story was just too good 
to end there. Back in the '90s. the film rights 
to Michel van Rijn Life had been optioned for 
a considerable sum. But nothing was ever 
realised and when the option ran out. Michel 
asked if I was interested. I bit his hand off, sitting 
down to write the screenplay of his life. Except 
this sprawling epic wasn't a screenplay - it was 
a series of screenplays. 

When it was mentioned in passing that 
Tom Hardy was in the frame to play Michel, 
I discovered that, in Hollywood, nobody 
wants something until someone else wants 
it. And then everyone wants it. 

Enter HBOandex-CIAagentBob Bear (George 
Clooney played him in Syriana) as execubve 
producer and American History X director 
Tony Kaye. We're calling it The Iconoclast and 
pitching it as Gomorrah set in the Louvre — it's 
an adventure, an action expose and a character 
study about art, smuggling and terrorism. 

We're far from Locking down the Lead, but 
Hardy would be a fabulous choice. It'll certainly 
take a tremendous actor to play Michel, one 
with the persona, the Intuition, the emotional 
intelligence, the range and the balls. After all, one 
great turn deserves another ® 






ANCHOR TESTING 


On the following page, you'll see 
the image we showed you at the 
beginning of the magazine. When 
you turn the page... focus on the 
image, click your fingers, and 
then close your eyes and feel. 

if you notice an image, sound 
or body sensation linked with 
your memory of confidence, 
then your anchor has been 
successfully set. 
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Post Tenebras Lux 



P ost Tenebras Lux begins and climaxes 
with epic thunderstorms. Rain merges 
with ruddy earth, turning the water 
blood-coloured, violently charging this 
standard signifier of redemption. Through 
a kind of pagan Catholic framework. Carlos 
Beygadas' fourth film proposes that expiation 
is not for the faint of heart. To a degree, this 
is a simple, elemental story: family man Juan 
(Adolfo Jimenez Castro) struggles 
to save his faltering marriage to Natalia 
(Nathalia Acevedo). 

Beygadas’ nervy feature debut Japdn 
(2002) was a gleefully impenetrable series 
of provocations rendered even more 
disorienting by its 16mm being blown up 
to grainy, at times nearly illegible 35mm. 
Upgrading to 35mm and ditching the handheld, 
follow-up Battle In Heaven (2005) handed 
equal stylistic gravitas to depicting a young girl 
giving an obese man a blow job while crying 
and the folding up of a gigantic Mexican flag, 
stuffing transgression into a more acceptably 
'masterful' formal casing. 

With Silent Light (2007), Beygadas made 
a bid for overt respectability, invoking Carl 
Dreyer’s Ordet in a tale of adultery in a self- 
contained Mennonite community. A man's 
affair leads his wife to complain she feels 
like she's no longer part of the natural world. 
During one of his trysts, a leaf falls h'om the 
ceiling, conflrraing the suspicion that domestic 
and natural order have been set out of joint. 

Majestic though it was. Silent Light 
seemed a trifle overweening for a story about 
religious self-denial. Post Tenebras Lux 
is a better pack^e for Re^adas' maximal 
effects. The title means 'light after darkness'; 
in Reygadas’ oblique B-side to his previous 
film, male psychic turmoil and guilt again 
take on cosmic proportions, again causing 
disruptive weather. Juan wrestles not with 
adultery but pornography and violent urges, 
causing his fight-weary wife to raise the 
prospect of a split. 

There are 23 sequences in J’osf Tenebras 
Lux. The field-set first features Reygadas' own 
daughter Rut surrounded by animals which she 
identifies (“Cows!”) before the storm begins. 


lntbe8econd.aglowingCGIgoat-devilcreature 
enters Juan's house, gliding frictionlessly 
through the halls. Only son Eleazar (also 
Reygadas' child) sees him. implying that 
whatever pathology is symbolised by this 
creature is solely masculine. The next scene 
introduces local worker 7 (Willebaldo Torres) 
alone in the forest, chopping down trees. 
Arboreal devastation is a ^andly overscaled 
recurring motif. 

In the fourth sequence, we finally see Juan's 
family in action, the first scene of the (mostly) 
linear narrative throu^-line. An ordinary 
morning full of father-and-child affection turns 
u^ when Juan beats one of his dogs in a fit 
of uncontrollable r^e. This unprovoked en^ition 
(a possible metaphor for Reygadas' own helpless 
cravingtogtitarise out of audiences) isapparcntly 
arepeti tionofprevious beatings: thedevilmaybea 
busy goat, but his spiritual presence may be taken 
as a constant here. The harm eventually befalling 
Juan maybe a form of karmic retribution, though 
his destructive impulses aren't unique; surely the 
name 'T is meant to evoke the deadly sins. We get 
examples of each one: wrath (Juan and his dog), 
sloth (good men failing Co act in the form of a lazy 
caretakerwho doesn't do as Juan orders, resulting 
in an avoidable crime), lust (Juan’s pom fixation), 
gluttony (grotesquely round, obese bodies — 
a Reygadas hallmark — in a steamroom populated 
by swingers), greed Cm the form of a robbery that 
goes wrong), envy Oower/upper class tensions 
are prevalent) and pride (Juan’s owti). 

The openii^ forest segment is stunning 
particularly when the camera ^ides ri^t 
to left &om a great hei^t, taking in the rugged 
mountainscape as if from a zipline. Outdoors, 
the square frame's edges are blurred, creating 
a kaleidoscopic, near-3D effect when passing 
over objects. Juan’s ponderous deathbed speech 
threatens to relax the tone.but the angrynarrative 
fallout toughens up his softball cosmological 
vision of life as the passage of innocence fiom 
parents to children. Animals are every^ere; real, 
on T-shirts and in the kids' imagmations. When 
young Eleazar wears a Spider-Man T-shirt while 
recapping one of the movies, it might be a veiy 
obscure joke about the ultimate protective male, 
half-human and half-insect. 


The much-discussed inexplicable 
episodes — the aforementioned swingers' 
interlude, two segments of a young English 
rugby team — don’t obscure an almost 
suspiciously clear family-oriented narrative. 
The rugby makes sense: the final line 
of the film, shouted by one of the players, 
is, “We’re going to win, because they're 
a bunch of individuals and we're a team,” 
reinforcing the film's emphasis on the family 
unit, especially important in a nation whose 
sense of self-identity is shattered, pitting all 
against each other on both race and class axes. 
There's a recurrent emphasis on Mexican 
identity and its fragmented claimants: Juan 
(who's lighter-skinned) gets into an argument 
with a drunk, darker-skinned, poorer man 
about whether he looks down on Mexicans. 
'Tra Mexican too," he asserts. (Unnervingly, 
one of his guardian dogs is named 'Guera', 
meaning 'white girl’.) 

As Reygadas explained when interviewed 
at Cannes, for him endingwith a unified rugby 
team means that the Mexican people need 
to “keep on playing [...] disregarding the fact 
that it’s r aining blood in Mexica' The film 
begins with stampeding animals and ends 
with equally aggro young men running on 
the same field, the human and animal worlds 
interchangeable. There's more than a little 
grandstanding bunk in its details, but Reygadas' 
anti-humanist tract successfully fleshes out its 
sketchily harsh cosmology. \'.U)(M Rl/.Ot 


STIC 1 l>,\T KIN. Reygadas ' 
Silent Light was something of 
u niurret. but Cannes audiences 
H'lTf left flummoxed by this one. 

lO 

ENJOYMENT. Those witling 
to do the leg work wilt find 
much to treasure. 

IN RETROSPECT. Though it 
appears cnlirely obliQiie and self- 
involved. Reygadas' fourth film 
may well be his finest yet. 

4 
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Words by JONATHAN CROCKER Illustration by FERNANDO VOLKEN TOGNT 


Orgies in saunas, CG devils, children in thunderstorms, explosive 
decapitations... What exactly goes on inside the head of the 
remarkable Mexican auteur behind Post Tenebras Lux? 


HtAfjildiLs on... 

Tlie Meaning Of His Film 


They're always talking about the bloody devil! 
I wanted to film a dream. I don't see devils 
inordinarylife.solhadtomakeoneinacomputer. 
For me, it’s ordinary reality. Reality is not only the 
consciouspresent. But also dreams, memories, the 
imaged future, actual present, immediate past 
and immediate future. These things are alwsQ's 
there in our mind, flipping back and forth really 
quickly and without any kind of code. This is just 
a dream. But dreams are just reality. But whatever. 

Reygadas on... Sherlock Holmes 


I haven’t seen any blockbusters I remember. 
Sometimes when Fm on a plane. I like to watch 
films to sra whafs goii^ on. And to be honest, 
after 10 minutes, I cannot cany on. I remember 
I saw that Sherlock Holmes film. Just because 
I was on a plane and I had to do something. 
I thou^t it would be a good traditional crime 
movie. Mystery. criminal investigation, 
deduction.Anditwasjustabunchof really stupid 
dialogue and really pathetic efi'ects. I decided 
it was better to watch the seat in front of me. But 
my mother would say that about football, you 
know. She would prefer to watch the television 
whenith off than to watch a football match. 

Rcygadas on... His Top 10 Films 
For Sight iL- Sound Mugiizine 


Yeah, I have to tell you that making that kind of 
decision is, for me, pure rubbish. Those wouldn’t 
even be my favourite 10 fllma Those would 
be the ones I just thought of to answer the 
question. Yeah, whatever. I don’t really believe 
in favourite films or any thin g like that To be 
honest, it all depends on the moment I just think 
people keep repeating things and we get used 
to saying things like, These should be the best 
films’, but I'm not at all convinced. 


Reygadiis on... James Bond 


To be honest, the last Janies Bond film I saw was 
Octopussy. 1 really liked them at that time, when 
I was a boy, because my father liked them and 
he showed them to me. At that time, it was always 
Roger Moore and before that Sean Connery. 
So those are the only two Bonds I've seen. Even 
though everyone would say Sean Connery was 
better. I think both were good, but maybe just 
because I saw the Roger Moore ones first But 
I haven’t seen a Bond film since Octopussy. 

Rcygadas on... Going To The Circu-s 


Nowadays, most films are just like going to 
the circus. At the circus, you can go eat go out 
go take a phone call, go for a leak and then come 
back again. Ifyou think about going to a classical 
music concert you cannot eat there because it 
wouldmaketoomuchnoiseforpeoplearoundyou. 
I think that a film is also something that should 
be listened to from beginning to end. I just 
think cinema should totally be divided between 
something that's closer to God and something 
that’s a circus. 

Reygadas on... 

Tlif Filnts That Cliangod His Lift* 


I remember a film that really made me think 

about m alring filmsnneriay tfs r.e.rmir. Srlh/ehy 

Marcel Came. I remember watching it at home, 
together with the very early Carlos Saura films, 
particularly a film called Pqipermint Frappe. 
I was 16 when I first saw them. Those were 
probably among the first films I sawinn^ life that 
weren’t pure entertainment. At least, they were 
adifferentMnd ofentertainment. They impressed 
me very, very much. It was something deeper. For 
the first time, I saw films that were talking about 
life. And I could feel something living and feeling 
very intensely and personally. And that was like 
discovering something. 


Roygadason... 3D Cinema 


I haven't seen much 3D But once I was 
watching a film - it was actually a Herzog film 
in the caves - and I just thought for a moment 
while I was watching those paintings, it seems 
tike humans have needed to representthemselves 
since forever and this has always been in two 
dimensions. And because it Itas always been 
in 2D, we've learned to look at visual art in 2D 
and always within a frame. I think this is just 
beautiful, the art that comes from photography 
and puinting and cinema. 

Reygadas on... Youl^ibe 


My children watch things on YouTube, like the 
1967 Spider-Man cartoon and that kind of thing. 
And sometimes, of course, some of that Pixar 
stuff, which I'm not very keen on. But that lands 
in their hands and they can see them. They have 
to define their own tastes and their own values 
in life, so I don't tell them what todo, TheyYe four 
and three. If I miss a football match, I can see the 
goals on YouTube. I see football hi^ilights. 1 don't 
really support a team. I like football so much that 
I don't need to supjpxirt any team. 

Roygadtis on... \\'inniiig/\n Oscar 


Hmm... To be hones, probably I would be glad 
that a lot of distributors would be happiy. But 
apart from that, I couldn't care less about that 
prize. I don't want to be like arrogant, in the 
sense that TheyTe not worth my presence', you 
know? But I think that I wouldn't lia\7 much todo 
at the Oscars . I wouldn’t like the food there. 

Reygadas on... His Next Film 

Nothingat all I just want to workin my house and 
bewithmychildren for awhile. I’m thinkingmore 
about sowing the land and about some sheep that 
Iwanttoraise.Ihave about 20 sheep ® 




White Elephant 

Dirccli-ilbr I’AIHO TRAl’EHO 

Starring RICABIM) IIAniN. JEBEMIE REMKR, MARTINA fil SM AN 
26 APRIL 


t ou're one of the cool ones." a slum 
yM kid observes to the new priest 
I as he ingratiates himself with talk 
of “partying" and a facility with curse words. 
Is he ever. Collars rakishly unbuttoned. Father 
Juliw (Ricardo Darin) and Father Nicolas 
(Jeremie Reniet). his Bel^an protege, answer 
the call in their Buenos Aires slum parish. Their 
vocation extends to urban renewal, as they 
fi^t a municipal bureaucracy and conservative 
diocese to make a residential high-rise out of 
a long-unfinished hospital-cum-squat, while 
social worker Luisa (Martina Gusman) placates 
disgruntled construction workers. 

It extends to fighting drugs, as they venture 
into a kingpin's lair to bring a turf-war casualty 
home for burial and keep the peace. It extends 
to manning the grill and cutting a rug at a block 
party; and to mopping up the church when 
it floods after rain. 

They also face more personal trials. Nicolas, 
charming when bumming a smoke or a beer, 
runs out of banter when an at-risk teen’s talk 
turns to sex; is it a coincidence that he can't get 
his collar on after his first meeting with Luisa? 
And Julian is stricken with a cruelly arbitrary 
illness, the side effects of which include 
gnawing doubt and battle-weariness. But the 
Aery newcomer and seasoned mentor — like in 
a cop drama — endure with soulful charisma. 
Renier's tormented sensitivity makes him all 


the more sensual in his (wavering) chastity: 
Darin’s hangdog suavity here scans as weight- 
of-the-world gravitas. They’re cinema’s most 
heart -throbbing moral beacons since Belmondo 
in Melville’s Lion Mori'a Pritst. 

Director Pablo Trapero matches their 
vigour with long takes choreographed for 
a hustling-news-crew camera, reminiscent 
of Chiidren Of Men or Miss Bala, whose milieu 
of urban warfare the sequences also sometimes 
echo, as when Nicolas and Julian shepherd 
kids to sanctuary during a police raid. This 
is rousing, populist entertainment, with crises 
of faith, ominous external forces, masses 
of extras and maturing subplots rushing 
headlong towards convergence. 

Trapero’s invocation of belief feels worldly 
and urgent, and makes a refreshing change from 
the recent default setting of arthouse asceticism. 
But the lofty ambitions make the slickness seem 
reductive. Julian and Nicolas' crusade keeps 
circling back to one troubled youth they’re 
trying to save — as if their true devotion, finally, 
is to dramatic structure. The engagement with a 
specific denomination, rather than I-deflnitely- 
consider-rayself-a-spiritual-person vagueness, 
is commendable (and far more engrossing), but 
White Elephant remains at times frustratingly 
slippery. Despite frequent nods to liberation 
theologian and Dirty War martyr Carlos 
Mu^ca, Trapero never brings the politics 


of the Argentine Catholic Church into clear 
focus, so that Julian's strug^ee against its 
hierarchy seem merely generic. 

The ending, equally committed to righteous 
action and resigned to its ultimate futility, 
is worthy, and Trapero stages moments with 
the timeliness of fmnlline anthropology and 
the timelessness of parable, like a funeral 
procession with the deceased in a soccer jersey 
and sombre mourners firing handguns at the 
rainy sl^. But he's equally prone to linger too 
long and too close on an upside-down crucifix. 
Tastes great, less filling. MARK.VSCII 


.VNTIClI'.vnON. 

. U'rifer director 


I'ablu Trapero and leading man 

7 

Ricardo Darin are 

the class of 

o 

mainstream Argen 

line cinema. 


KNJOVMMNT. .1 

well- 


eonslrueled. genui 

ncly thrilling 
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drama about spiritual endurance 

and social commitment. 


IN RETUO.SI’KCT. .S’c'rniwn.* are 


like movies: once v 

oil step out of 


their thrall and bu 

ck into the harsh 
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light of dav, things begin lo occur 


lo you. 
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Side Effects 

Dirccleilhy STEVEX fiODEIUIEUGIl 
Starring ROOXEV MARA. JI RE I,A\V. CATHERINE ZETA JONES 
Released l.> .MARCH 


H ow to talk about Steven Soderber^'s 
Side llffects without divulging its many 
secret pleasures? Our advice is to stop 
reading now, go see the movie, then we‘11 talk. .. 

Ri^t, okay. Written by Soderbergh regular 
Scott Z Bums, Side Rffects introduces itself 
as a polished, politically outraged ensemble 
drama that judiciously castigates the American 
culture of prescription antidepressants. Rooney 
Mara plays Emily, a hunched, disconsolate 
emo-diva in dire need of the toughest new meds 
to assuage her regular suicidal impulses. Her 
louche, go-getting hubby (Channing Tatum) has 
just served a stretch inside for some unspecified 
haud and the suggestion is that his harebrained 
financial schemes are the root of much of Emily 's 
anguish. Luckily Jude Law’s super friendly, 
super accommodating corporately-affilated 
pusherman Jonathan Rank.s is on hand to make 
sure she’s well stocked up with happy pills. 

And just at the point where you're settled 
in for a regulation disease-of-the-week TV 
movie in which we chart Emily's epic battle 
with her demons and are txured with a bimch 
of sappy affirmations about family unity, 
personal responsibility and inner strengh, that 
film stops. It just stops. Then, another, much 


better film starts. And as much as that first film 
would've probably been all fine and dandy and 
we'd have sauntered from the cinema clutching 
a message of hard-won human resilience, the 
self-righteousness is muted, the gaudy fun 
is ramped up and we instead get Soderber^'s 
answer to a trashy, cineliterate runaround. 

Crazy though it may seem, the film ends up 
being more like Vertigo than the sensible and 
astute thriller initially laid out - you cant help 
but break a smile when Emily claims she wanted 
to name her first child Madeline. It transmutes 
into a slick, complex neo noir replete with 
psychological power-plays, trad gumshoe fact- 
finding {powered by Yahoo Search) and a superb, 
schoolmarmish femme fatale of the extreme old 
school in the form of Catherine Zela- Jones. 

It's alle^ance to classical noir runs even 
deeper, because Side Effects is, in essence, a film 
about evil in which evil people take revenge 
on other evil people in order to punish them 
for their evil ways. You’re left waiting to see 
who's going to come out on top and how they 
could possibly have inched the moral high 
ground over their repellant rivals. 

It doesn't always hold together and a fair few 
of the narrative dots and hastily rationalised 


character motivations are a mite hokey and 
cheap. And there's the sense that Bums ditches 
the socially concerned film so out-right, that 
it eventually ends up saying virtually nothing 
about that big money world. This one is not 
quite up there with Soderbergh’s rowdy poverty- 
line parable. Magic Mike, but it’s good enoi^ 
to surest that the director is in the midst 
of a(nother} major period of creative fecundity. 
It’s a cryin’ shame, then, he says this will be his 
directorial swansong. UW’IU JEMilN’S 


ANTICII’.VTKIN. Soderbergh is 
on a roll of lale. even if this one 
doesn't look particularly exciling. 


3 


ENJOYMENT. Here ivf go 
aga.. Oh wait, what the hell just 
happened'.’ ll's glossy hokum... 
undwe lore Ilf 


4 


IN RETROSPECT. Opts for 
raucous frivolity over genuine 
substance. Hut il's great fun 
while il lasts. 


3 




The Place Beyond The Pines 

Direclcdby DISBEK ( lANFKANCE 
Starring RYAN GOSLING. BRADLEY COOPER. EYA iCEXDES 
12 APRIL 


C oasting into view like Drive’s sensitive, 
understated cousin. The Place Beyond 
The Pines sees Ryan Gosling tear 
up familiar terrain as a part-time stunt 
rider who turns to crime to protect a damsel 
in distress (Eva Mendes). This time, however, 
his natural habitat is not the asphalt dystopia 
of Los Angeles but idyllic upstate New York - 
specifically the city of Schenectady, named after 
a Mohawk word that loosely translates as ‘place 
beyond the pine plains’. 

In a fluid opening tracking shot we’re 
guided through a busy carnival late at night 
by a mysterious male figure. The name 
Handsome Luke blares out over a tannoy as 
he strides into a packed marquee, the din of the 
crowd yielding to the synchronised squeal of 
motorcycle engines as he and two other bikers 
ceremoniously enter a ’globe of death’. It’s 
a rousing introduction to Gosling's enigmatic 
anti-hero and a brilliant piece of camerawork 
that's mirrored to poignant effect in the film’s 
cathartic third act. 

Luke rides like lightning and crashes like 
thunder, his reckless abandon dramatically 
alteringnot just the course of his life but the lives of 


those aroxmd him. With his oil-smudged apparel 
bleached mop and maverick sprinkles of prison 
ink, Luke is the bad-boy antithesis of Pines’ other 
chief protagonist, clean-cut rookie cop Aveiy 
Cross (Bradley Cooper), whose entrance marks 
an abrupt shift in tone that will divide audiences 

Gosling’s previous film with writer/ 
director Derek Cianfiance, coupled with the 
aforementioned echoes of Drive, places him 
front and centre here. Despite only turning 
up at halftime, however, it’s Cooper who steals the 
show, though in fairness he’s given a meatier role 
to play with. Arguably topping his performance 
in David O RmselTs Silver Linings Playbook, ith 
no wonder Cooper is fast becoming recognised as 
one of Hollywood’s briefest talents. 

Where Cianfranee’s emotionally raw 
2010 directorial debut Blue Valentine offered 
an intimate and uncompromisingly dim view 
on the natural life cycle of love. Pines is far 
grander in scope. Spanning several decades 
and multiple intersecting lives, it's at once 
an ambitious, intelligent and occasionally brave 
film that shows how we arc all connected and 
how even the most negative action can have 
a positive reaction. It’s a captivating message 


for the most part, but you can’t help feel there’s 
aleaner, more engaging film here. Even if the end 
product doesn’t quite come together, though, 
you have to admire Cianfrance for attempting 
to weave together such an intricate and dense 
character study. .VD.UIWODDW.VRD 


ANTICIPATION. The Blue 
Valentine writer director is hack, 
and he's brought a familiar face 
along for the ride. 


4 


ENJOV.MENT. Beautifully 
shot with commanding lead 
performances and slonking 
cameos from Hay [.iolla and 
Ben -Mendelsohn, But Pines 
just doesn't guile add 
up to the sum of its parts. 


IN RETROSPECT. v\fter (no 
powerful but flawed features 
it'll be interesting to see what 
Cianfrance does ne.cl. 


3 
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The Look Of Love 

nirecledby MICIIAEI. WINTF.RBOTTOM 
Starring STEVE COOGAN. IMOGEN FOOTS. TAMSIN EGEUTOX 
«c-/pfl4td20AlMUL 


W hen Michael Winterbottom made 
9 Songs in 2004, he pulled off the 
impressive feat of getting the kind 
of hardcore bongo action into British cinema 
screens that would have made the subject of this 
biopic, Paul Raymond, weep from every orifice 
with envy. 9 Songs marked a serious attempt 
to portray the actuality of an essential human 
experience that most films only prto: a My 
Dinner With Andre for the genitals, if you wilL 
The Bri-nylon tit-and-bum parade that 
encapsulated the career of erotic cabaret 
impresario Raymond was altogether less 
high-minded but, arguably, equally as honest 
in intention. His aim was to cater to the desires 
of a newly affluent section of the British public, 
who were encountering continental attitudes 
towards sex and nudity through foreign 
holidays and maO-order magazines. And they 
rather enjoyed what they found. 

This should be fertile territory for 
Winterbottom. Tbe historical setting of 705 and 
'SOs Soho forms the kind of enclosed world rich 
in contradictions and tragi-comic characters 
that worked so well in 24 Hour Party People. 
He has Steve Coogan as the oddly vulnerable 
Geoffrey Quinn, who reinvents himself 
as priapic Paul Raymond to snort and shag his 
way to biltionairedom via nude revues and jazz 
mags such as Afen Only and Mayfair. The screen 


heaves with acres of toned flesh and much 
exquisite period detail. There are also some 
great one-liners, facial hair and merkin work 
that would have done Gods And Generals proud. 
Plus a supporting cast that mostly delivers more 
than the script offers. So why does the film feel 
like a plod from one (admittedly well-turned) 
vignette to the next? 

There's an identity crisis here and it isn't 
between Geoffrey Quinn and his glamorous 
alter-ega The film is structured in flashback, 
with intrusive headshots of Raymond in later 
life lost in reminiscence which initially suit 
the rise-and-fall (ish) narrative. But when the 
story suddenly switches to focus on Raymond's 
relationship with lus ill-fated daughter Eiebbie 
(Imogen Foots) and his attempts to fulfil her 
showbiz ambitions, the film stundiles. 

Scenes which appear to promise some 
element of darkness seem oddly truncated, 
as if Winterbottom is clenching off on his 
emotional vinegar strokes. There are also aspects 
of the story left unexplored that would have made 
for a more satisfying whole: in one montage 
scene, for example, anall-back-to-mine session at 
Raymond's flash pad becomes a coke-fuelled orgy. 
At the start, Debbie is clearly present, but later 
when things get hot and heavy, we don’t see her. 

It’s not just a prurient question - her 
decline is central to the film's later stages 


and the notion that she regularly witnessed 
Dad's cluster-fun in a snowbtlnd haze 
is relevant. It's one of several frustrating side- 
steps that hamstring the film's emotional 
impact and betrays a bizarre squeamishness 
that jars with Raymond's personal ‘anything 
goes' pliilosophy. Were The Look Of Love 
a debut feature, we mi^t hail it as an assured 
if flawed take on a controversial character. 
But Winterbottom is one of Britain's most 
consistently interesting filmmakers and 
we. particularly with a team like this, have 
a right to expect something more than a bum 
steer. I'.Vl'LKViRl'LOHill 


-WTK'll’.tTKIN. Congun 
is never heller than when 
Winlerbolloni directs. 

4 

ENMO^'MENT. The film .seems 


In have been replaced bv a 

T 

compendium of five-minule 

0 

slandalone scenes. 


IN RETROSPECT. Havniond 


would probably have approved 

3 

which might not be such 


II good thing. 
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LA FOLIE D’AMOUR 
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Compliance 

^ Uircclcdhy CUAUJ ZOHEL 

Slarriny AXN DOWD. DBEAM A WAl.KER, PAT MEALY 
> Heleased I MARCH 


T here is panic early one winter’s morning 
at the ChickWich fast food restaurant. 
The refrigerator was left open overnight 
mining valuable stock and as put-upon store 
manager Sandra (Ann Dowd, capturing every 
nuance of fazed and confused) tries to clear 
up the mess before her own manager can find 
out, she stresses about a rumoured visit from 
a ‘secret shopper'. 

Then, with customers pouring in, Sandra 
gets a call from Officer Daniels (Pat Healy). 
Apparently, a customer has reported a theft 
and Sandra finds herself, her colleagues 
and even her fiance Van (Bill Camp) being 
deputised over the phone to assist in Daniels' 
probing investigation of young counter server 
Becky (Dreama Walker). In what follows, 
a terrible crime is committed with the 
qualified consent of all parties. The victims are 
also facQitators, while the true mastermind 
remains absent. 

If Compliance were a strai^tforward piece 
of fiction, then what its characters submit 
to doing or having done to them would defy 
most viewers’ credulity. Yet Craig Zobcl's film 
is not just, as the familiar, often unreliable 
subtitle claims, 'inspired by true events’. It also 


clings with surprising fidelity to the particulars 
of the actual case, if not to the names and 
locations involved (the real incident took 
place at a McDonald's in Mount Washington, 
Kentucky). And while Compliance is more docu- 
drama (adapted from court testimonies and 
video evidence) than pure fiction, it still very 
much concerns an improvised sort of role play, 
stage-managed remotely by a manipulative 
director who at one point even asks Becky 
to be ‘a good actress” for him. 

In keeping with the title, Becky and 
others comply with the caller’s every demand, 
no matter how ludicrous or extreme, thanks 
to his verbal dexterity, authoritative posturing 
andinsistenttone.lfComp/fonceapproximates 
a dramatised version of the Stanford and 
Milgrara experiments (which investigated 
the psychology of unconscientious obedience 
to authority), the film adds to these a social 
dimension, by showing minimum-wage 
MeJobbers bending over (in one case literally) 
to carry out arbitrary, unreasonable orders 
perceived to have come ’down’ from white- 
collar management or representatives 
of the law. As the puppetmaster's identity 
is gradually revealed. ZobeTs morality thriller 


offers uncomfortable commentary on the 
sport that can so easily be had at the expense 
of those on the lower rungs of the social ladder. 

Asked after the event why she at no point 
just said no to her ordeal, Becky replies, 
T just knew it was going to happen." In this 
way the film gives voice to the inevitability 
with which the underclass is - and allows itself 
to be - screwed by the self-serving whims 
of those calling the shots. It's what makes 
Comph'anceaparablefor these socially polarised 
times: for in this tragedy of corruption, collusion 
and cunning coercion, sadly everyone plays 
their assigned part. .VNTONBITEI, 


.VNTK’IB.VTION. Walkouts X 

ul Sundanci'? Count us in. O 

KNJOVMKNT. Zobel lays 
bare the mechanics of his 
(nvn manipulations... 

4 

IN UKTHOSPECT. ...and defies 
us. uneasily, la laugh at a divided 
society's sick joke. 
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Neighbouring Sounds 

Dirccleilby KLKIIKK .MENU()\(.A I'll.lU) 

Slurring IRMA BROWN. SRBASTIAO KORMH'.A. ttl'-STAVO JAIIN 
Hrleasedi’i MARl'II 



I n his liner-notes to the DVD release 
of Jacques Demy's Les Demoiselles de 
Rochefort. American critic Jonathan 
Rosenbaum talked about ‘jazz movies'. These 
are not movies about or which contain jazz 
music (even though they sometimes do), 
but movies which adopt a structure based 
on patterns, motifs, moods, variations and 
digressions which characterise the form. Kleber 
Mendon9a Filho's extraordinary debut feature 
Neighbouring Sounds could be described 
as a 'jazz movie' in that it insouciantly 
rejects cosy linearity in order to peruse its 
central theme of urban alienation in various 
exciting, innovative and unexpected ways. It's 
a disorienting, pastel-hued city symphony, 
played in an insidiously dismaying register. 

Set in and around an apartment block 
in the famously affluent Br azili an town 
of Recife, Neighbouring Sounds has no real 
plot to speak of. Only the threat of plot. Filho's 
bracingly pragmatic design sees troubled 
families muddling through life, major 
revelations occurring off-camera, mellifluous 
steadicanu coaxing us down blind alleys and 
a series of portentous happenings all appearing 
to signal some kind of full societal meltdown. 


The sound design blips and pops and offers 
a constant sub-sonic burr which su^ests very 
bad things are about to go down. And they do, 
but not in the way you'd expect them to. 

In its brutal dedication to nurturing a sense 
of ominous threat, this combustible drama 
owes a solid debt to the likes of John Carpenter, 
Michael Maneke and David Lynch, even 
if, formally, it feels like it's styled on Jacques 
Tati's meandering metropolitan opus Playtime. 
The Tati comparison carries over into Filho’s 
total domination of the image, not merely the 
steely meticulousness of how shots are framed, 
but how people and objects move within them. 
At points it even tips over into closed circuit 
voyeurism, as if the human characters are being 
subsumed by their surroundings. 

There's an inquiring social consciousness 
at the heart of Neighbouring Sounds and 
individual episodes address issues such 
as generational habits, class rivalry, petty 
jealousies and the impossibility of attaining 
a level of comprehensive security. One 
shot follows a car as it swerves down a road 
at night. It halts toa stop and there are a couple 
of excruciating beats that allow us to form an 
explanation for this happening. The suggestion 


is that the couple in the car are fighting, but as 
with nearly every moment like this in the film. 
Filho has other ideas. 

And. admittedly, the nig-pulling does start 
to feel a little academic by the time you're 
on the homestretch, especially the hyper-abrupt 
ending which cuts you off at the exact point 
where the film's juiciest plotline is introduced. 
Still, major kudos to Filho for building a gigantic 
concrete moviescape in which the bustling, 
intense rhythms of daily life are set to a strange, 
strange new beat II.WID JL.NKINS 


ANTICIPATION. A classic 
example of bow film festivals 
cun help u movie build a head 
of critical steam. 

4 

ENJOV.MKNT. Exciting, 
idiosyncratic filmmaking. 

4 

IN RKTKOSPECT. Thh is 
a movie lo get lost in. Kleher 
.Mendonyu I'ilho you're on 
our list. 
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Robot 6 Frank 

Uireclcd by JAKE SCllRElElt 

Slorring FRANK LANRELLA. I'ETEK SARS«AAUI>. Sl'SAX SARANDON 
fl</fosft/8MAUCII 


I ncreasin^y, children of the ageing 
population are finding it hard to look 
after their parents as they grow old. What 
if technology could conceive of a firiendly 
robot carer to do the grunt work? Would this 
be a promised land of human development or 
a dystopia to rival Philip K Dick’s nightmares? 
Can we trust an innovation that would 
make the plot of Michael Haneke's Amour 
entirely obsolete? 

The implicit introduction of these socially 
profound questions is where Aobot S- Frank 
peaks. It's a film that could have mined the deep 
issues of our times, but rapidly reveals itself 
as an odd-couple drama that mooches along 
at an amicable pitch but never delivers a pay-off 
for the hi^-concept -hungry. 

For fans of the mighty Frank Langella, there 
are consolations; his character, also Frank, 
is a grumpy ex-con who stiU dabbles in his 
former profession as a thief. Frank lives 
by himself in sunny suburbia with only his 
troublesomememoriesforcompany. Instead of 
focusing on dreary reality, he sets his si^ts on 
shoplifting tat ftom a psychotically suspicious 
shop-owner andbullishly flirting with friendly 
librarian Jennifer (Susan Sarandon). Langella, 
with his gruffness and big, hewing eyes, makes 


Frank feel like a spirited old warhorse fending 
off the knacker's yard by force of will. 

Into this microcosm comes Frank's 
son Hunter (James Marsden), screeching 
up in his cor with an IGC60L robot to foist upon 
his father as an antidote to the guilt he feels 
at havinga life somewhere else. He screeches off 
again and FTank is left uith a child-sized hunk 
of white chrome that Alls in as cook, personal 
trainer, therapist and buddy. 

Peter Sarsgaard voices Robot, a character 
who fills in as our passport to seeing the softer 
side of Frank. The scenes where they get 
to know each other - Frank providing tidbits of 
telling information in response to functionally 
intelligent questions - are strangely poignant. 
It’s certainly engaging to watch his defences 
come down, yet it's also disconcerting to see 
the physically imposing Frank unburdening 
himself to a tiny piece of technology. Screwball 
comedy is unlocked when Frank learns 
his little friend hasn't been programmed 
to abide by federal law. As plan-hatching and 
capers ensue, it's refreshing to encounter 
an android not imbued with HAL 9000 levels 
of innate malevolence. 

Where the film comes undone is the place 
where these two enter into the outside world. 


Frank’s relationship with Jennifer doesn't ring 
true and grown-up kids Hunter and Madison 
(Liv Tyler) never feel anything more than 
a whining and unsympathetic chorus of cliches. 
There is a delicious role for Jeremy Strong 
as the pair’s nemesis, but him aside, the 
abounding subplots diminish the two central 
performances with their silliness. 

There's a great film to be made about the 
capacity of technology to help address loneliness, 
but here it's just an elaborate red herring. Once 
the futuristic window dressing is stripped away. 
Robot & Frank is a muddle of comedic and 
dramatic themes with a good heart in its two 
leads, .S4)l>njEMONK.SK\lTMV\ 


.VNTICII'ATION. Edyy 
lechnoloyical themes 
and Frank Langella. 
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ENJOYMENT. A 

System error. Please reboot. ^ 

IN HKTHOSPECT. Robot 
and Frank wm- electric. 

The rest? Sheepish. 
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DIRECTED HV 
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Papers, Silent Susan, 
The Dalesman 



floppy discs on her!” 

( 1981 ) 


W hen the history of the long-predicted, oft-postponed, 
but ultimately inevitable robot apocalypse is hnally 
written, the chapters on late 20th- and early 21st-century 
speculative fictions dealing with how mankind has portrayed androids, 
artificial intelligences and assorted sex-bots, love-removal machines 
and orgazmatrous should make for interesting reading. 

Will the Terminator, for instance, eventually be viewed as the 
pitiless kill-crazy hassle-bastard we know and begrudgingly love, 
or as a timegliding metal Christ sacrificing himself upon the pudgy anvil 
of human weakness? Will history record that C-3FO was an invaluable 
li^tning rod for the converging affairs of man and machine, or a copper- 
kettle Quisling, blindly indifferent to the fate of his own kind? 

And what, indeed, will tomorrow’s historians see throu^ the grimy 
sprocket-holes of 1981's near-future robo-love-in Heartbeeps, a film that 
combines the easygoing child-abandonment laiks of Spielberg's A,! with 
the sleek, hard-sci rigour of Spaceballs to produce a cinematic experience 
akin to getting your wedding tackle caught in a sentient - and for some 
reason vengeful - film projector. 

Struggling under prosthetics Chat make them look like survivors 
of a darkroom fire in a toytown S&M club, Andy Kaufinan and Bernadette 
Peters feature as two recalled mechanoids shunted into storage to 
nm down their remaining (battery-)lives. Said storage facility is not, 
as might be expected, in the dank, padlocked basements of a bankrupt 
Des Moines retail park. No. because the script will soon require that the 
golden pastures of Arcadian romance blossom for our faulty Adam and 
his spent Eve. And so they are kept in an airy, architect-designed atrium 
overlooking the Rocky Mountains. Despite both looking like they've been 
assembled from Airflx kits comprised entirely of inexpertly lacquered 
gammon, the sweet mountain air, piped-in Laurel Canyon Muzak and the 
rhytlimic throb of a nearby generator soon have their hearts a-beepii^... 

Deciding that n powered-iip, temperature-controlled love-nest 
affording breathtaking views of outstanding natural beauty is not a fit 
setting against which to play out their budding romance, they hook 


up with a wisecracking Borscht Beit comedian-bot named Catskill - 
think an automated Rodney Dangcrfield suspended in marmalade-hued 
Caibonite. They then trade the stifling confines of their plded cage for 
an unforgiving hardscrabble life stumbling across deserted Colorado 
mountainsides. It surely goes without saying that genial repairman Randy 
Quaid is in mildly hot pursuit. 

The rest of the film's hypnotically dull 79 minutes alternate between 
the wretchedly predictable and spine-bendingly bizarre. Sub-Jim 
Kirk ‘What is this human emotion you call love?’ script-filler shores 
up such scenes as the one in which Peters is set upon and violated 
by a rogue FVogger machine. Quasi-religioso vignettes of our sexless 
cyborgs constructing a child from spare parts culled from each other's 
nether regions is set against a major set-piece that uatnesses them 
decimate a frou-frou drinks party in upscale Aspen, leaving the dead 
or dying bodies of sundry vacationing Hollywood-types and log-cabin 
liberals - plus, curiously, Barry Manilow - in their beatific wake. 

And speaking of musicians, special mention must at some point 
be made to the score by - and you’ll like this - John Williams. One can't 
quite picture the great man - nor his frequent collaborator Steven 
Spielberg - being much for the booze, but his work here sounds exactly 
like the unexpurgated lo-fi demos he and The Beard might have laid 
down after rocking up to Williams' home studio after a night on the tiles 
discussing ideas for Close Encounters. At least they didn’t go to waste. 

Perhaps the only true distinction one can allot Heartbeeps is that 
its blank reception and dis mal box-office performance totally derailed 
Kaufrnan's plans to develop a movie vehicle for his spectacularly unloved 
and ccrtifiably noxious creation, Tony Clifton. Afoul, powder-blue lounge 
singer/Dadaist performance artist, Clifton's toxic schtick was pitched 
somewhere between Andrew Dice Clay, a Weimar Miss Piggy and a tire 
fire on a garbage barge. Happily, the project eventually saw the light 
of day, serving as the basis for Casey Affleck and Joaquin Phoenix's 2010 
fuckyoumentary I'm Still Here. 

But that’s another story... © 


Maniac 

Directed hy FRANCK KIIALFOI N 
Starring ELIJAH WOOD. 

NORA ANEZUDKU. AMERICA OLIN O 
HelcasedK, MARCH 



W illiam Lustig's original AToniac from 
1980 waj already itself a sort of remake, 
relocating the mad mamma’s bey from 
Hitchcock’s Psycho to the mean streets of New 
York and hanging its low, 'generic' murder 
set-pieces from Joe Spinell's transcendent 
performance. Big-bellied, sweat-dripping, heavy- 
breathing and greasy-haired, Spinell's Frank was 
both grotesquely sleazy and utterly human. 

With their remakes The Hills Have Eyes 
(2006) and Mirrors (2008), Alexandre Aja and 
Gregory Levasseur have proven extravagantly 
radical reduxers of established and not-so- 
eslablished frlms, and now they have turned 
their pens to Lustig's stalk'n'slasher, shifting 
the action to a neon-lit, post-millennial LA and 
replacing the original's objective camerawork 
with subjective POV shots. This time we are 
made, uncomfortably, to share Frank’s madly 
murderous perspective, while for the most part 


be is himself seen only in mirrors, photographs 
or reflected surfaces. 

It's a disorientingly trippy technique that’s 
reminiscent of Caspar Noe’s Enter The Void, 
forcing the viewer to become as trapped as Frank 
himselfintheheadspaceofacrazedkiller. Frank’s 
mother issues compel him to collect the scalps 
of (mostly young) women which he then staples 
to a menage of manneq uins in his bedroom at the 
back of an inherited workshop. 

Though only rarely seen in the film, 
Elijah Wood takes on the lead role of Frank, 
unnervingly combining the innocence 
of Frodo with the cold-eyed derangement 
of Sin City's Kevin. Wood’s youth and 
waifish looks certainly help explain his 
bizarre attractiveness to women, although 
at the cost of Spinell’s weightily abhorrent 
presence which was so key to the original's 
queasy impact. Here, though, it’s the mobility 


of Maxime Alexandre’s camerawork, best 
experienced from as close to the front of the 
cinema as possible, which creates the sense 
of nausea in the viewer, while the synth-heavy 
score (think Carpenter meets Goblin) drives 
the action forward without forgetting this 
story's ’80s origins. .VNTOX BITHL 


.VNTICIRATION. Love original 
I'm },U\muc and like Aja 
Levasseur's horror remakes. 


ENJOYMENT. That soundtrack! 
Those visuals! That camerawork! 
Trippy POV horror. 


IN UETHOSRECT. Enter the 
void of (I psychokillcr's mind. 
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A Late Quartet 

Directed by V.VRON /II.IIERM AN 
.flarring PHILIP SEY.MOI R 
HOFF.MAN. CHRISTOPHER WALKEN. 
C.VTIIERINE KEENER 
Released .W'lWL Tv 


D espite its merits as a tolerable, 
Bergmanesque NY psychodrama. Yaron 
Zilberman's faux-sophisticated dissection 
of artistic and romantic rot among high-rolling 
classical musicians hi^li^ts one of the mqjor 
flaws in the art ofacting-Nomatterhowhard they 
try, even Hollywood’s li^test and brightest have 
trouble pretending to play musical instruments 
on screen. Which is something of a deal breaker 
here, as this chronicle of the gradual decline and 
then eventual dissolution of a celebrated string 
quartet requires much pretend picking, plucking 
and agile fretboard gymnastics. 

Even such seasoned pros as Philip Seymour 
Hoffman, Christopher Walken and Catherine 



Keener have trouble convincing that they 
truly understand what it takes to master the 
exorbitantly-priced antique instruments they 
tenderly cradle. Not only does it make it much 
more difflcult to et^oy the post-synched music, 
but it damages the characters' credibility 
as consummate artists being crushed imder the 
strain of their own genius. 

It also explains why writer/director 
Zilberman choses to topload the exploits with 
prolonged shouting matches and prima donna 
bitch sessions in order to minimise the amoimt 
ofmusicbeingplayed.Thisresultsinaprocession 
of mawkish soap-opera-like twists where marital 
infideUties within the quartet are are teased 


out via a series of low-rent contrivances. It's 
by no means disastrous, just careful and sensitive 
to a tiresome tee. UAMU JE.NKI.VS 


ANTICIP.\TION. .Vow that's 
what H'c call a power cast. 


ENJDYMENT. 

Rums u’tiy loo slowly. 


IN RKTHOSPECT. Wants to be 
Rergirian. ends up more like 
II hurgundy-bued Sunscl He.ii'h. 
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stoker 

Directed hy PARK CII AN-\VO(»K 
Starring .MIA WASIKOW.SKA, 

NEC'OLK KIDMAN. M.VTTIIIiW (UKIDE 
ndeased I MAUl’ll 



W ith its evocative title and quirky gothic 
horror tone, the first English-language 
film from Korean master Park Chan-wook 
reads like a obvious companion piece to the 
director's 2009 vampire parable Thirst. The 
only monsters here.however, are unmistakably 
and unambiguously human. And yet despite 
this. Stoker's blood runs cold. The unfortunate 
consequence of an undeniably beautiful 
but weirdly hollow portrait of eroding 
family values. 

After the untimely death of her father 
Richard (Dermot Mulroney). just-18 
Wednesday Addams clone India Stoker (Mia 
Wasikowska) is saddled with a numbing sense 
of abandonment. Not only has she lost her 
dearest pop but her best hiend, the one person 
who truly understood her. India's grief-stricken 
mother Evie (Nicole Kidman) clearly isn't 
cut out for single-parenthood - her maternal 
inadequacy summed up in the line, “Personally 
speaking, I can't wait to watch life tear you 


apart.” So it’s to both women's relief when long- 
lost Uncle Charlie (Matthew Goode) shows 
up out of the blue offering solace. 

So far so Shadow Of A Doubt, Regrettably, 
however, that's where the comparisons with 
Hitchcock's superlative psychological thriller 
end. Before Charlie takes up temporary 
residence at the leafy family estate, from 
the moment India fust notices him staring 
intently at her throu^ the trees at his 
brother's funeral, we sense there’s a hidden 
agenda to his sudden arrival. His intentions 
are signposted so early on, in fact, that we're 
braced for the mask to slip before he's even 
formally introduced as the urbane, enigmatic 
branch of the Stoker family tree. 

Genre hounds will lap up the hterary 
references, macabre symbolism and occasional 
spatter of claret, not to mention the rich 
cinematography provided by regular Chan- 
wook collaborator Chung Chung-hoon. 
But no amount of style can compensate 


the terminal lack of sense in Prison Break actor 
Wentworth Miller’s debut script. The whole 
thing plays out like a Stephenie Meyer permed 
episode of Midsomer Murders in which each 
character's dramatic arc is offset by irrational 
actions and illogical judgements. The film's 
parting sin: a long reveal-all flashback that 
dampens any lingering glimmer of intrigue 
and leaves very little to savour on repeat 
viewings. .VUAMW<M)DW.UfD 


ANTK'll'.VTIUX. Ptirh 
Chan-wook goes Stateside. 


K.NJOVMK.NT. All talk and no 
Irouscrs. Figuratively speaking. 


l.N RETltOSPKCT. You'll want 
to stay with it. but Stoker doesn't 
make it easy. 
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Me And You 

Directed by IIERNARDD IlKHTOI.ri’CI 
Starring TE.\ F,\LC(), JACtlPt) Ol.MD 
ANTINORI, SONIA IIERUAMASCO 
f{e/tuset/19AI’llll- 


A s a director known for orchestrating gigantic, 
extra-hoarding behemoths such as The 
Last Emperor and 2900. Italian auteur Bernardo 
Bertolucci appears to savour the challenge 
of a logistical nightmare. Yet with his dainty, 
whimsical chamber dramaMe And You, his canvas 
has been drastically reduced from sprawling 
frescotopocket-sizedportrait. Plus limitation and 
coDstrictiondontappeartosuithis vivacious style 
as well as the boundless fr'cedom of yore. 

Based on a screenplay by Roman writer 
Niccolo Anomaniti and adapted from his own 
novel of the same nam e, Me And You sees 
textbook teenage oik Lorenzo (Jacopo Olmo 
Antinori) rebelling against his smothering 
motherbyspendinga week living in the basement 



of their apartment block using the funds he's been 
given to goon a school ski trip. Like ablanke t-base 
gone nuclear, his dreams of blissful isolation are 
billed when estranged half-sister Oliva (Tea 
Falco) stivers along with her flakey bombshell 
maimer and various drink/drug complications. 

Its all very li^t and off-hand and 
its sometimes liard not to feel that Bertolucd 
is perhaps underseiliug himself with weak 
material Its been nine years since his previous 
film, The Dreamers, a partner-swapping frolic 
about post 1968 youth enli^tenment, to which 
this works asabelatedcompanion piece. Butwhere 
thedircctorposscssedapolpableconnectionofthe 
nuances, passions and behaviours from his own 
formative yeare, he doesn't really get the youth 


of today and his film offers a somewhat clumsy 
and bland impression of middle-class teens and 
their conventional bumpy ride into maturity. 
StilL it’s great to have an old master back behind 
the tiller. U.VMDJENKINS 


ANTICIPATION. Bernardo 
Bertolucci's first film in nine years. 


ENJOYMENT. It's fine, hut ht 
e.KpecI more from this director. 


IN llETltOSPECT. 
Slight just isn't the word. 


4 

3 

2 




Caesar Must Die 


Directed by PAOLO TAVtAXI, VITTORIO TAVIAXI 
i’lorr/off COSIMO RRGA, SALVATORli! STRIAXO, GIOVANNI ARCI RI 
^ Ac/c-u.'ict/ 1 MARCH 


A ll the world's a prison in Paolo and 
Vittorio Taviani's Caesar Must Die, 
both literally and figuratively. Entirely 
set inside an Italian maximum security 
penitentiary which becomes an elaborate 
stage for on inmate-performed adaptation 
ofShakespeare's Ju/ius Caesar, the Aim ima^nes 
the artistic process as a way to illuminate the 
deep repression of being detained in a compact, 
tense environment. 

This construct allows the Tavianis to explore 
the relationship between space and emotion; 
rage and vulnerability, artistic freedom and 
physical confinement, loyalty and betrayal. 
As a result, the line between fantasy and reality, 
character and characterisation, blurs to the 
point of abstraction. 

"1 kill myself with twice tile anger with 
which I killed you," screams Brutus (Salvatore 
Storaro) during the play's bracing finale and the 
film's opening sequence, estabhshing a central 
theme of guilt that will help reveal the overlap 
between each man and their fictional doubles. 
PVom here, the Tavianis flash back to the 
production’s birth, envisioning it in saturated 
black and white in order to further confirm this 
pattern of aesthetic juxtaposition. 

The audition process is especially 
invigorating in that each man is asked to act 


out two different emotional scenarios for their 
director. One is a representation of anger, 
while the other signifies sadness and regret. It's 
fascinating to watch these men so successfully 
inhabit both personas with effortless precision, 
yet retain their own unique personality and 
regional identity. 

While Caesar Must Die certainly adheres 
to the conventions associated with most 
‘putting on a show' films, it manages to make the 
more familiar moments feel fresh and dynamic. 

Take the Tavianis' fluid approach to filming 
the rehearsals, usually a tedious exercise 
in uncinematic blocking. Initially, the actors 
are confined to one room, readinglines with the 
director in a very traditional fashioa But this 
process eventually spreads out to other spaces 
in the prison as the actors disappear further 
into their roles. 

Entire scenes take place in cramped cells, 
corridors lined with bars and exercise cages 
surrounded by chain-link fence. It quickly 
becomes clear that even the practicing of lines 
comes to represent a form of artistic release 
for these men, their deeply invested emotional 
exchanges a collective way to alleviate 
an overwhelming sense of isolation. 

Which makes the end of the play all the more 
wrenching. In the climactic moments, after the 


applause garnered by their production lias faded 
into silence, each cast member returns to their 
cells for the last time. Captured in one static shot 
after another, this montage of melancholy clearly 
signifies the end of a shared artistic experience 
and the return to a life lived alone. This stings 
hard, each shot dissolving into the next as an 
iron door shuts with absolute finality. Caesar 
Must Die may highlight the improvisational 
joy created by theatre in the most unlikely 
of places, but it's never in question that this 
is only a momentary reprieve ftnm the burdens 
ofreal life, especiallyforthosesinners condemned 
bytime. GLENMIEVTIIJII 


AXTICII-.VTIOX. The surprise 
Gulden Deur-wlnner finally 
arrives in cinemas. 
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EN JOYMENT. The Taviani 
brothers blur perspective and 
luculion in Iheir interesting 
riff on Julius Ciicsar. 


IN RETROSPECT. Deeply felt 
melancholy lingers long after 
the credits roll. 
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The Paperboy 

Directed hv LEE DANJELS 

Starring ZAK EFRON, NICOLE KIIIMAN. MATTHEW MCCONAl'IiHEY 
Heleased l.l MARCH 


N ot a man shy about imposing his own style 
upon proceedings, Lee Daniels adapts 
Pete Dexter's 1994 crime novel and takes 
the seething unhappiness and degradation of his 
previous him. Precious, as a jumping-off point 
for a spectacularly hirid stew of self-loathing and 
sexual torment The genuinely bizarre end result 
confirms him as some kind of unholy modern-day 
melange of Buss Meyer and Pier Paolo Pasolini, 
but minus the chops of either. 

Set in 1969, 17ie Paperboy opens with Jansen 
famQy maid Anita (husky-voiced Macy Cray) 
retrospectively recounting to an imnamed figure 
the details of acrime that befell her small Florida 
community. A local sheriff was murdered and 
the chief suspect - lurching redneck Hillary 
van Wetter (John CusaclO - was to be sent 
to the chair. We segue into flashbadt; ostensibly 
cocksure Miami Times journo Ward Jansen 
(Matthew McConaughey) arrives in towiu With 
the help of his uptight English assistant Yeardley 
(David Oyelowo), ^uche younger brother Jack 
(Zak Efron) and ice blonde hybristophite (Google 
It) Charlotte (Nicole Kidman) - who sees herself 
os von Wetter’s lover - he attempts to write the 
story that will exonerate the prisoner. 

The elements are in place for a sly, sultry 
neo-noir (think John McNaughton’s bafflingly 
underrated Wild Things), but Daniels has other 
ideas. The Paperboy fails as a thriller because 
the director is too preoccupied with crafting 


an overheated vibe throu^i assaultive editing, 
shoddy, caffeinated camerawork and gaudily 
cramped mise-en-scene that he neglects to pay 
due lip service to the plot, which crashes feebly 
into countless dead ends. Kidman’s role (pivotal 
in the novel) is fatally ill-defined, which renders 
the actress' borderline-reckless commitment to 
her character all the more jarring. 

From a structiual point-of-view, its 
intriguing that Gray’s Anita is given the reins to 
the story (in the book, Jack is the narrator), but 
Daniels misses this opportunity to cast fresh 
li^t on the era's racial politics. 'While he doesn't 
shy away from presenting racism both casual and 
otherwise. Anita's agency is illusory; we're never 
offered a glimpse of her inner life, rendering 
her little more than a conciliatory apologist 
for some of the era’s worst racial excesses. 
It’s adisappointingly conservative standpoint for 
a film that so consciously sets out to shock. 

Daniels is rescued (to an extent) by his 
crack cast, A dead-eyed, against-type Cusack 
is disturbing as the gibbering psycho, while 
McConaughey continues his unexpected mid- 
career bloom playing a tortured soul whose 
external scars mirror the internal ctu'dling of 
his soul. Kidman is brave and startling, but 
best of all is rising Brit David Oyelowo. He gets 
to dispense the film’s choicest lines ("You’re a 
40-year-old obsessed with prison cockl'O with 
swa^ering relish. Efron is left with little to do 


but gaze either lon^ngiy at Kidman or sadly 
at the navel embedded in his permanently 
exposed washboard stomach. 

It's precisely because of The Paperboy's 
glaring faults and clashing tones that it has 
every chance of going down as a camp classic. 
It's all too plausible to imagine future crowds 
at midnight screenings bowling along to the 
hysterically filmed scene in which Charlotte 
and Hillary telepathicaily bring each other 
to orgasm while a watching Ward furtively 
attempts to tuck his bulging tumescence back 
into his trousers. Though in a film where 
a former High School Musical star is urinated 
upon by Tom Cruised ex-wife, this kind of thing 
probably counts as Daniels' attempts at subtle 
psychodrama. .\SHLEVCI.\RK 


.VNTICll'.VTItIN. Sulucious early 
buz: and a tup cast get the juices 
flowing nicely. 


4 


ENJOVME.NT. A sleazy, 
overstaffed and terribly directed 
mess. But never boring and 
oceasinnatly jaw-dropping. 


IN HKTUOSPliC’T. 
Destined for cull slaliis? 


2 

3 



Reality 

DirecU-d h.v M.VTTEO GARRONK 

.sVamns AMRLU) ARBNA. l.dRKUANA SI.MlOl.r. \AM)I) PAO.NE 
Hclvased22 MARCH 


I talian director Matteo Garrone made a 
big. bloody splash in 2008 with his grim, 
neorealist Mafia saga Gomorrah and 
returns this year with something that, if nothing 
else, demonstrates the range of his interests 
as a filmmaker. 

Initially, his sardonic new-age satire Reality 
appears to takes crude potshots at the culture 
of reality televisioa specifically chiding the 
psychological damage it inflicts on both those 
who partake in it and those who consume it. 
Yet it gradually evolves into a more gratifyin^y 
ambiguous work, a rib-di^ng essay on myopic 
obsession which takes a subtle sideswipe 
at the powerful few who retain their positions 
by dangling the carrot of false hope in front 
of a slathering audience of needy individuals. 

Lead actor Aniello Arena (an ex-Mafia 
footsoldier who made the film on day-release liom 
prisonwherehe'sreportedlyservingasentcncefor 
double murder) plays Luciano, a life-of-the-party 
fishmonger from a slum in Naples wiio believes 
he^ got the talent and charisma to rise above the 
liunpen masses and make it into the Italian Big 
Srotfierhouse. Initially cooled intoapplyingby his 
adoring extended family, he soon be^ns to believe 


in the myth of his superhuman magnificence and 
is convinced that clandestine BB talent-spotters 
are in the very latter stages of plucking liim 
from obscurity. 

As a production. Reality certainly looks like 
it was painstakingly crafted: Garrone’s camera 
glides and shimmies between characters 
and often captures lengthy dialogue scenes 
in a single fluid take. Yet, did we really need 
to be told that reality TV is a revolting blight 
on society and the individual? Luciano’s 
Rupert PupMn-stjde fall from grace is, at least, 
an entertaining one, even if Garrone stru^les 
to make his decline feel particularly credible. 

The question the film poses is, why would 
we need or want to be placed in this artificial 
televised goldfish bowl when society already 
creates the illusion that you’re under constant 
observation? Per the dtle, the film is concerned 
with Luciano’s subjective view of reality and. 
in its latter stages, there’s the su^stion that 
what we're seeing is a hei^tened projection 
of his twisted subconscious. As such, you’re also 
asked to take a leapof faith when it comes to small 
matters like wdiy Luciano doesn't just pick up the 
phone and ask if he’s made it on to the show. 


When it's not indulging in sub-Fellini 
grotesquery, such as one scene where 
Luciano goes along to the Big Brother 
auditions that are being held in Rome’s 
cathedral of cinema, Cinecitta, the film does 
have interesting things to say about how 
difficult it is to comprehend your place as an 
insignificant cog in the huge, sprawling 
machine of society, I).\\ ID.IEXKINS 


ANTICil'.VTKi.N. Very, very keen 
lo .!/«/(, 'll Carrone ^ 


K.NJDVMKNT. llnm. this lavish 
realist fantasy tioesn 'I really hit ilu 
mark. It's gaudy, overstuffed and 
cynical, but maybe that 's the point'.' 


IN RI:TII(».SI'|;cT. DefinHeU 
more to this than meets the eye. 
Maybe a sharper film gels It).'! 
underneath this annoying 
cartoon family? 



In The House 

Directed hy KRANVOIS 07,0\ 

Starring KABRICE Ll tlllM. ERNST 
I’.MlIAi Ell. KRISTIN SCOTT THOMAS 
ftclcased 2>> MARCH 



H allway through FronfOLsOzon’sflippant meta- 
farce In 77ie House. Kristin Scott Thomas’ 
Jeanne, asultry, silver-tongued art dealer and wife 
to ratty, motormouthed literature prof Germain 
(the great Fabrice Luchini), is seen wearing 
Annie Hall's infamous beatnik garb: puify white 
shirt, baggy pants and beat-up waistcoat combo. 
It’s a jokey reference allying the film to the 
chattering-class whimsy of Woody Allen, 
Except this film isn't like Annie Hall. It has more 
in common with Allen’s later, more cynical 
Deconstructing Harry, especially in its clever- 
clever dismantling of the writing process and the 
way in which it details the hazards of using real 
people as the basis for fictional subjects. 

It all starts so promisingly, as the naturaUy 
talented student Claude (Ernst Umhauer) 
submits a creative writing assignment which 
tickles Germain. It offers a caustically snide 
depiction of a suburban middle-class famil y 


which Claudehas apparently infiltrated with the 
help of slack-jawed schoolmate Rapha (Bastien 
Ughetto). Pondering then swiftly dismissing the 
questionable morals of this endeavour, Germain 
decides to nurture Claude’s creative instincts 
and mould him in his (failed) wordsmith image. 

Though sprightly and urbane. In The House 
nonetheless indulges in the misanthropic, class- 
baiting excesses of Ozon's early work, but does 
so from behind the barricades of its concentric 
literary dimensions. By the time the worlds 
of fiction and reality begin to collide and the 
inevitable Frankenstein's Monster angle comes 
into play, the film spirals out of control and 
squirms its way to a trite and unsatisfactory 
conclusion. As a technical exercise, there's 
a certain level of fun t obe had, and the theatrical, 
larger-than-life performances particularly 
Luchini’s) suggest it^ a film whose pretensions 
are perhaps not to be taken at face value. 


In The House talks In hip, erudite tones 
but in fact appears to have little of value to say. 
It succeds as empty, glossy entertainment fuelled 
byaveritableglitter-gunofbonsmots,butforOzou 
it's something of a step back after his luminescent 
femme satire Pofiche. ll.VMIi.fF.NKI.NS 


ANTIClP.vnoN. The highly 
variablw Francois Ozun left 
us on a high with Poliche. 


4 


K.N JOYME.NT. The nitehctiny. 
farcical flights of fancy keep 


IN ItKTUOSl’ECT. Aerobatic 
wordplay only hides the rapidity 


3 

2 


“ Shell 

Directed by SCOTT GRAHAM 
Starring CIILUE PlRRiE. 
JOSEPH MAWLE. K.VTE HICKIE 
Released MARCH 



T his regulation slab of Brit art film 
miserablism equates gaunt faces and 
zero recourse to make-up as an easy form 
of cinematic truthtelling. Scott Graham's 
wind-damaged chamber drama focuses 
on Chloe Pirrie's ironically named petrol-pump 
attendant Shell whose desolate station is dotted 
on a sleepy Highland A-road. The custom they 
receive is sparse, but gratefiil. 

She lives alone with monosyllabic, 
melancholic mechanic Pete (Joseph Mawle), 
a man she claims is her father, though it's clear 
from the off that their relationship is far more 
complex than that. There are a couple of regular 
customers, one being a touchy-feely divorcee 
(Michael Smiley) who passes by en route to his 
designated fathering duties and clearly holds 
a torch for Shell. There’s also a younger rebel 
who works at a nearby factory and often tries to 


coax her away from the station, but to no avail. 

The film plays out as a glassy, wannabe- 
impentrable mood piece which meshes 
together intense glares and awkward silences as 
a precursor to an inevitable third-act reveal. But 
while it all looks, sounds and feels like it’s been 
constructed with laudable care and attention, 
and newcomer Pirrie makes for a suitably 
magnetic lead, it's a film that offers little in the 
way of surprise. It possibly, maybe has some 
minor value as a film about male domination 
and female submission, or as a cautionary tale 
about how we should perhaps suspect the worst 
from people who deliberately annex themselves 
from society. 

But the film's mili tant dedication to Subtlety! 
makes it feel stifimg and unnatural, and while 
the uncomfortable stand-of^ work on their 
own terms, they do not add up to a particularly 


convindng or humane portrait of human misery. 
It's a bit like Bela Tarr’s The Turin Horse only 
with the nihilistic metaphorical depths replaced 
by ^im and tawdry soap opera. Plus, theclimactic 
twist is a real bust. lUMIUHVKIN.S 


.VNTICIP.VTIOX. A Hrilish 
arthnuse movie'.’ Don't get loo 
many of them. 


ENJOV.ME.NT. 

Admirable rather than enjoyable. 


IN RETROSPECT. A decent effort 
and director Scull Graham is one 
to watch, hut this is far from u fully 
formed drama. 


3 

2 

2 




Parker 

Direcled hy TAYLOR HAtKFORl) 
Starring JASON STATIIAM. 

ju:nn(I'K[{ loi'EZ. mck.nolte 

lieleasi-dH MARCH 



t4T don’t mmd the despair; it’s the hope I can’t 
1 stand!" For many people, Jason Statham's 
film career echoes John Cleese^ cry of cosmic 
exasperation with life's interminable variables 
in the film Clockwise. Surely if we all just 
accepted that 'The Stath is nothing more than 
a gravel-laiynxed pack-animal bred to carry out 
action cinema's heavy lifting then we could all 
just get on with our goddamned lives. Instead, 
a good number of hardy souls cling on to the 
idea that with the ri^t material and a canny 
director he could become a proper movie star. 
Not a Clint Eastwood, no, but a Mickey Rourke 
oraLiamNeeson. 

Parker, based on the novels by Richard 
Stark (previously the basis for John Boorman’s 
Point Blank, see below) and directed by the 
dependably classy Taylor Hackford (An Officer 
And A Gentleman, Ray), surely represents 
Statham’s best shot yet at slipping the greasy 
bonds of B-moviedom. 


A nails-hard career criminal who lives by 
his own corrugated sense of honour might 
not be much of a reach. Nor does a plot that 
follows Parker's arterial-red hunt for the 
gang that betrayed him and left him for dead 
sound like it veers too far &om Statham’s usual 
stamping ground. Nevertheless, the film starts 
solidly enough, with a robustly choreographed 
fairground heist recalling the hard-man 
'70$ thrillers to which it clearly aspires. 
Unfortunately, everything goes south soon after. 

Scenes of interchangeabie vioience and slate- 
faced thu^eiy dot Parker’s listless, somewhat 
confusing joum^ to his erstwhile chums’ 
hideout in Palm Beach, where he attempts 
to blend in by posturing in hotel lobbies in a Sta- 
Prest seersucker suit, hand-tooled cowboy boots 
and an oversize Stetson that make him look like 
a bald. Cockney Cram Parsons. All this before J-Lo 
pops up as abeleaguered real estate agent and the 
entire production decides that it would much 


rather he Out Qf Sight than Point Blank after all. 
Alas, this Sony excuse for tough-guy cinema can’t 
hold a candle to either. .UtVMI EE D.ttlES 


ANTICll'.VTIO.N. Cun Stulham 
finally ditch the Kuru-puddings 
and lads' mag DVD schlockers 
and go bona fide? 


EN.I1)VME\T. Things get off 

to a flying start, hut you just know ^ 

your luck isn 'I going lo hold. 


IN ItKTHttSl'IiC'T. .Ino/hiT.?. 2. I 
I.WLics scare? Fraid so. Especially 
when Parker is compared with 
get this Jesus Christ by u couple 
of credulous hayseeds over the 
clo.sing credits. 


Point Blank 
( 1967 ) 

Directed by JOHN BOORMAN 
Starring LEE MARVIN. 

ANGIE OICKINSON, KEENMN WYNN 
Released ■1<) MARCH 



T here axe men, there are hard men and there’s 
Lee Marvin. Stubbing a thorou^y chewed 
stogie in the eye of any savage revenge opus you'd 
care to mention, John Boorman's kaleidoscopic, 
gun-metal-tou^ LA neo-noir arguably stands 
as the creative zenith for both director and star. 
Splenetic violence and light psychedelia coalesce 
with grim perfection inafilmwhichhangspLayful 
quote marks around the inexorable mechanics 
of cinema retribution. 

Wronged by John Vernon’s oleaginous 
huckster. Mai Reese, and left to rot in the bowels 
of Alcatraz. Marvin's supremely focused, silver- 
haired ex-con Walker is landed with a major 
score to settle. Romantically connected to Mai 
via Angie Dickenson’s sultry seductress Chris 
(sister to Walker’s ex-beau), Walker methodically 
descends into the concrete hell of organised 


crime in order to take out the proverbial trash. 

While deadly simple in its primitive drive 
towards vengeance, Boorman’s film is a more 
radical and discordant work than it was initially 
given credit for (it bombed at the box-office upon 
release). A harbinger to the arching plumes 
of goon blood can be seen in a bathtub daubed 
with brightly coloured paints as if it were a giant 
artiste palette. The tapping of Walker’s footstepw 
is pushed hi^ up in the sound mix, emphasising 
his presence as an unstoppable force. 

One could view Point Blank as the exact 
mid-point between Mike Hodges’ Gef Carter 
and Donald Cammell and Nicolas Roeg's 
Performance, borrowing the concentrated 
male fuiy of the former with the intuitive, 
almost musical editing of the latter. But 
it’s still very much its own film, giving a sparkling 


burnish to one of the most ironclad narrative 
templates Hollywood has ever deigned to store 
inits arsenal. U.WllJJlMil.NS 


ANTICIP.VTION. The film which 
guve birth to a thousand Jason 
SUilhum movies! 


3 


ENJOYMENT. An incredible, 
near-avant-garde lake on the 
crime revenge saga. Lee .Marvin's 
defining role. 


5 


l.\ KETHOSPEC’T. A movie to 
saviour again and again on Ihe 
biggest screen you can gel lo. 


5 





The Bay 

Dirtcled br UAKEtY LliVIXSON 

Slarriny KUISTEN CONNOI.I.Y. KIvTlIEK IK)NOI[l E. JANE MC NEILL 
Hrleased\ MAUril 


T here used to be a time when Hollywood 
veteran Barry Levinson could 
inspire audiences all over the world 
to simultaneously vomit in coordinated gastric 
rapture simply through prolonged exposure 
to the saccharine content of films tike Good 
Morning. VietnamindRainMan. 

Levinson's latest comeback special is a 
visceral found-footage chiller called The Bay, 
in which the Bugsy director subjects his actors 
to similar levels of regurgitative vengeance. 
Make no mistake, there is a serious amount of 
spew on display here, as key players line up to 
heave and hurl for the camera in a succession of 
increasingly grotesque vomit-based set pieces. 

A gruesome yam about a deadly plague of 
isopods (think massive underwater lice beasts) 
unleashed upon an unsuspecting Maryland Idyll 
and the inevitable carnage that follows, The Bay 
finds Levinson in sub-Jdws, sub-PfroTifta, Z-grade 
form. In fact, the film feels more like tile work of a 
director who knows he's perilously close to taking 
his chances on the direct-to-VOD circuit than 
it does a seasoned Academy Award winner. 

Levinson made his name by working on big, 
glossy dramas with screen icons such as Warren 
Beatty, Dustin Hoffman and Robert Bedford. 
So why is he attemptingto salvage his reputation 


with something as vulgar as a found-footage 
creature feature about flesh-eating death 
monsters? It’s a limited format at best and, 
as proven by the recent macabre compendium 
V/H/S, some thing of a young man's game. 

Maybe it% an attempt to recapture a little of 
the independent spirit that infused his first and 
possibly finest film Diners Or perhaps he simply 
wanted to make a low-rent potboiler about 
helpless idiots who throw up on themselves? 
Either way, it's a bit like going clubbing with 
your uncle. It just doesn't feel right. 

That's not to say there aren't at least a 
handful of efficient scares. The Bay is nothing if 
not an effective skin-crawler, albeit an entirely 
perfunctory one. There are nifty, gory moments 
throughout including plenty of satisfyingiy 
unpleasant scenes in which the townsfolk get 
eaten alive by the aforementioned parasites 
of doom. A bloodcurdling flashback sequence 
that reveals how two scientists discovered the 
outbreak in the first place is a scuzzy pleasure. 
Sure, the film is about as horrifying as a stray 
towel on a windy beach, but it's all rather fun, 
if depressingty ordinary. 

Imagine what a bright young thing like 
former Troma man James Guna director 
of intergalactic ma^ot romp Slither, could 


do with The Bay's hackneyed conceit. Matters 
aren't helped by the way Levinson shoehorns 
in both a heavy-handed environmental message 
(don't throw chicken shit in the water, kids) and 
a vaguely clumsy attempt at contextualising tlie 
government's response to the pestilence as ajet- 
black, post-Katrina comedy of errors. 

Levinson never was the most subtle 
storyteller. Here be feels like a hippy with 
a camcorder, setting the world to ri^ ts from the 
comfort of a Malibu porch. I'llRISRLOIIM 


ANTtClE.VTlOX. A waUrshvd 
momenli finally, a found-footage 

monster movie from the ma 

n behind ^ 

Toys oni/ Sphere. 


ENJOYMENT. Lashings of 

body horror for the gnrehnt 

,nds 

and a generous helping of t 

■hith 3 

make for an cnierluining n 

■ntal. ^ 

if nothing more. 


IN RETHOSPECT. Effect 

ive but 

hollow. The Hay h a minor 
from a director lust at sea. 

work 2 
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Promised Land 

DirvcUd ftv fll S VAN SANT 

Starring MATT DAMON, FRANCES MCDORIMAM). .lOHN KRASINSKI 
«e/fosfdl!JAPRIL 


G us Van Sant is no Frank Capra. So why 
U this once edgy filmmaker trying 
so hard to be? With his flaccid new 
melodrama Promised Lwid, the director 
known for pinballing between projects 
both mainstream (Good Will Hunting) and 
experimental (Elephant, Gerry) desperately 
tries to create profound human statements 
by haphazardly politicising the emotional 
consequences of recession-era malaise. The 
issue of ‘fracking’, a term used to describe the 
dr illin g process natural gas companies rely 
on to extract lucrative deposits from deep 
in the ground, resides at the centre of the 
film’s ripped-from-the-headlines plot. Except 
this environmentally suspect practice, which 
does indeed have deep moral, scientific and 
social implications, is used only to convolute 
an otherwise simplistic view of class conflict 
and ideological resolve in modern America. 

Promised Land is unabashedly a character 
study, but one that’s only skin deep. The rise 
and fall (and rise again) of ace corporate 
salesman Steve Butler (Matt Damon) is an all- 
too-familiar one. Introduced during a dialogue- 
heavy opening as a smooth talker tasked 
by a powerful natural gas company to convince 
small-town communities to lease their various 
properties for drilling, Steven brags that 
he is someone who can relate to his clientele 
because of his rural upbringing. 


According to Steve, all it takes to con Red 
State Americans is a dash of country charm and 
a momentary shift in accent, because hey, they 
need the money. After arriving on the front lines 
of Main Street, these hard-working people, led 
by elder statesman Frank Yates (Hal HolbroolO, 
prove much more resistant than Steve and his no- 
nonsense colleague Sue (Frances McDormand) 
expected. They throw both for a loop during the 
first of two hi^ifalutin town hall meetings. 

Whenanequallycharismatic environmentalist 
(JohnKrasinski) shows up and starts planting 
seeds of doubt about the fracking process, 
Steve’s professional and ethical problems 
multiply exponentially. The pandering 
narrative grows tiresome and inert from here, 
offering nothing in the form of rewarding 
surprises and a third-act twist that feels 
as forced as it is ludicrous. 

Even worse, Steve’s fleeting relationship 
with a local grade school teacher named Alice 
(Rosemarie DeWitt) gets pushed into the 
foreground at convenient times to grease his 
preordained transition from reptile to moral 
upstart. Their coupling is just one of many 
examples where the script, co-written by Damon 
and Krasinski, fruls to convincin^y explore 
dimension in potentially interesting characters. 

Tiny shards of lyricism are sprinkled 
throughout Promised Land; the aerial bird’s- 
eye-view shots balance beautiful squares 


of pastel Americana in lovely high-an^e 
compositions. But Van Sant’s direction is mostly 
misguided and stale, and Damon's horrendously 
inconsistent performance remains exhaustive 
at best. The film ultimately explores many of the 
same class and moral conflicts Capra addressed 
in his films from the ’30s and ’40s, namely how 
justice and pride battle for control inside good 
people making bad decisions. 

But Promised Land lacks the necessary 
subteid to alleviate his penchant for smothering 
levity. It's as if Van Sant, once a wonderfully 
inventive filmmaker who relished sampling 
fresh modes of storytelling, now feels at 
home with greetings-card moralising and 
pre-ordained epiphanies. The real mystery 
is why. (il.ENMIR.VTHJIl 


ANTICll'.VTION. Ills patchy 
recent track record means 
fxpeclalions were hiwfor yet 
another (las la/? Sant melodrama. 


E.NJDYME.NT. The worst 
kind of cinemalie preaching. 


IN HETHOSPECT. Van Sant 
is no Frank Capra, so why is he 
trying so hard to be? 



Fuck For Forest 


Oirecled by MlfllAL MARt’ZAK 

Starring TO.M.MV IIOL liLLINGSEN. LEONA JOHANSSON. KAAJAL 
Hi-lcascd l‘> Al’KIL 


T o any and all hopeful 12 year olds, please 
take note: this documentary contains 
no actual fuddng and the nudity 
is II eligible. Like some vintage ethnographic study 
of a lost trihe of Norwegian hipsters (complete 
with antiseptic voice-of-God narration). Flick 
For Forest doesn't delve too deeply into the 
convictjons and motivations of its members and is 
instead satisfied to o^e their unwashed skin. 

Following the eponymous Berlin-based 
collective that uses the profits from its 
in-house pornography department to support 
environmental causes, the primary failin g 
of second-time director Michal Marczak's 
aesthetic is its inability to match the radical 
politics of its subjects. This is a group 
of filmmakers - why not get them involved 
in the production or the editing process? The 
documentary competently - but lazily - traces 
the NGO’s journey from Berlin’s nightclubs and 
street protests to a stretch of the Amazonian 
rainforest along the Peruvian- Brazilian border. 

Due to the familiarity of the setting, the 
people they recruit for their ponws and 
the pose everyone adopts, the European section 
of the documentary is the duller half everyone 
believes in open relationships, is super chill 
and wears kookily mismatched charity-shop 
clothing. One of the few erotic acts observed early 


on in service of Mother Nature - a naked woman 
getting rubbed by a group of strangers - lies 
imcomfortably between clinical and winking. The 
cameo of a rotund, middle-aged German opera 
star at one of Fuck For Forest’s clothing-optional 
even ts is asimilarly cloying jab in the ribs. 

Such tension between laughing with and 
laughing at is never truly resolved, but where 
the documentary unequivocally reveals the 
fundamental absurdity of their enterprise 
is in the Amazon. Travelling to Peru in order 
to create dialogue with the subsistence farmers 
they hope to develop ecological projects with, 
the film at first indulges in typical occidental 
travelogue faux pas: participating in specially- 
for-them indigenous religious rituals, gazing 
lovingly at cute motorbike-riding natives, 
expressing worries about malaria, etc. 

However, the visceral nature of the actual 
meeting annihilates any sense of calm tropical 
idyll or idealism. The deeply skeptical farmers 
air their very valid grievances — European 
paternalism and exploitation, the lack of focus 
in Fuck For Forest's offer and their continued 
poverty despite this deal Unable to ellicit an 
adequately response, the farmers turn down 
Fuck For Forest's money, shouting them out 
of the room. As they trudge out, a chainsaw 
salesman begins his spiel to the eager crowd. 


Far from being an unfair jibe at youthful 
idealism or the foUy of charity, this particular 
debacle poses a valuable question: how 
do you go about helping a group of people 
whose values are so radically different from 
your own and understand that they will 
not necessarily change their values based 
on your help? Removed from an environment 
where everyone was in total agreement about 
how freely sexuality and capital should flow, 
Fuck For Forest lost its power to persuade or 
shock, let alone be an instrument of change. 
Such a breakdown between cultures mokes 
itexcellentviewingalongsideNapoleonChagnon 
and Tim Asch's seminal 1975 documentary 
TheAxFighl. AWIAm.ll'C.V 
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5 

IN RETROSPECT. ...until you 
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Bernie 


Dircfledbi RICllARU LINKLATER 

Slarring JAC K HI.ACK. filllRLEV MAC'LAENi;. .MATTHEW MC'COXATCIIEV 
Rclfased2H APRIL 


H ere's a question: what il Jesus got mad 
and shot a little old lady in the back 
with an air rifle? Richard Linldater's 
seventeenth film as director dares to pose such 
a conundrum while rec allin g the kind of hard- 
nosed quickie Fritz Lang was making when 
he moved to America - particularly something 
like Scarlet Street in which an unquestionably 
kind man is driven to an act of terrible 
violence by some wicked dame who leads him 
up the garden path. 

And despite Bemie’s idyllic Bible-bell 
trappings (the close-knit conservative township 
of Carthage, Texas), the Aim's come-hlther 
comic surface cloaks a sophisticated and cynical 
extrapolation of the bizarre contradictions 
of the justice system. 

There's even a quasi-religious angle to 
this eccentric true tale, which is strangely 
appropriate considering the fervent spirituality 
of the town's residents and the occupation 
of the real Bemie Tiedc, spectacularly brought 
to life by Jack Black. An effete mortician and 
chest-beating minister who prides himself 
on his caring, sharing manner, Bernie himself 
is presented as the community's Christ-like 
scion, always there to inspire and enliven the 
most woe-stricken of souls. 


Bernie initially comes across as a rotund, 
tragi-comic grotesque who U by design 
destined for a great fall But throu^ his fleet- 
footed and minutely modulated performance, 
Black beautifully captures and sustains a very 
specific, almost untenable tone which delicately 
conceals Bemie's inner demons and 'deviant' 
peccadilloes. Bernie Tiede is a real person and 
this film - however unlikely it may occasionally 
feel - always feels like a truthful, sensitive 
and eerily objective representation of events. 
It’s also very, very funny. 

Linklater based the Aim on a 1998 Dtxas 
Monthly article and his droll affirmation of the 
film's commitment to journalistic truth arrives 
in the form of documentary-like talking head 
inserts of the tittle-tattle townsfolk spewing 
their still-unquestioned adoration for their 
fallen local sage. 

The oldbagwho eventually tips kindly Bemie 
over the edge is aged viridow Marjorie Nugent 
(Shirley MacLaine), a supremely cantankerous 
tightwad who in Bemie finds a playmate with 
whom she can blow her vast sums of money. 
And despite his charitable demeanour, it seems 
Bemie possesses a taste for life's luxuries, like 
flying lessons, European sojourns and paper 
money to plunge into various community 


projects. Is Bemie greedy? Not sure. Is he taking 
advantage of Marjorie? It seems like it, but the 
film makes no rash assumptions. Are the pair 
in love? Maybe. Is his cordial nature simply 
a front for the devious crook at heart? Pass. 

This is not an analytical film and Linklater 
is more interested in the aspects of the case 
that don't make sense over those that do. 
The climactic courtroom showdown presents 
an example in which a good person apparently 
did the world a favour by ridding it of a vile 
person. It's tough to comprehend, but Bemie 
is a film about how in the eyes of the law, crime 
is society's great leveller. Even Jesus would get 
25 to life, irnil) JENKINS 


AXncWWiOS.J.inklulcr hus 
been a tillle off the hail af tale. 


ENJOVMENT.fi/acA' plays a blinder 
and the story itself is would-you- 
helieve-it yald. 


3 

4 


I.\ HllTHDSI'ECr. P'ar more 
fine shades and anibiyuilies 
Ilian expected. 


4 



IN COWKHS.Vl'ION \MTlt. 


Intervieu- by MATT THRIFT Illuslralion by C'AJSA IIOLGERSSO.N 


]ack Black 

The master of Hollywood mirth has gone all serious with his 
role in Richard Linklater’s brilliant Bernie. BuiLWLies finds 
that he’s still eommitted to the funny. 


So, it's really been two years now since you 
made Bernie'} 

Yeah. Two years and still here fucking talking 
about it This is 'Che job'. This is the job of the 
job. The making of the movie is the bit you 
do for free. 

What were your first impressions 
of Bemie Tiede from reading the script? 

I thought this was really my kind of thing. 
1 was, however, a little worried about playing 
a murderer because I'm not used to playing 
people with so much grey area in their likeability 
stakes. It's much more comfortable and you feel 
safer if it’s a character that everybody likes. 

The film's mostly on side with him though. 

Yeah, he is liked by everybody in the town, 
but he's got this dark secret. He’s a murderer. 
He murdered this little old lady and 1 quickly 
got over that because it was a great script and 
it’s Bick LinkLater... I would crawl through glass 
to work with hint He's my favourite. 

What did you make of the real Bemie? 

We definitely fell for his charms. We went and 
met him in prison. I just wanted to go and get his 
blessing yon know, because when you’re playing 
someone teal, someone that’s still alive, you’ve 
gottamatchthe mental image with the real persorL 
I’m like Bemie. I don't want someone being angry 
with me. I wanna make sure we’re cool 

Did Shirley MacLaine teach you a lot? 

She’s better than me. I have a lotto learn from 
her. There was this time we were in front 
of a big audience at a screening of the movie 
doing an interview with a moderator, and she 
was just working the room. She bad stories 
and she knew how to drop the punchline and 


make the whole crowd explode. She’s from the 
old school. That said, as much as I like her Billy 
Wilder flicks, she doesn’t have anything quite 
like Cemputerman on herCV. 

Irma La Douce would have been 
immeasurably improved if she’d 
fought Jack Lemmon with a computer 
on her head. 


Exactly. Thank you for noticing that. Fuck 
man, you reaUy did do your homework. What 
else did you watch, man? 



Well, Spielberg missed a trick by waiting 
for Daniel Day-Lewis to grow a beard for 
Lincoln, whenif hed just watched the first 
90 seconds of Awesometown, he’d know 
that a George Washington movie was the 
only way to go. 

I don’t know why my phone never rang 
for Lincoln. I'm known for my fucking 
historical performances. Did you ever see 
my Benjamin Fr anklin ? 

No, sorry. 

You didn’t see my Drunk Histories? Maaaaan... 


Does it annoy you that comic actors only 
really get taken seriously once they’ve 
proven themselves with a dramatic role? 

That’s true. There's no respect for the clown. 
Even the word clown is like an insult now. 
“That guy's a clown". You only say that if you 
wanna insult someone. You never say. “I love 
that guy, he’s such a clown". It sounds bad. 
What happened? It’s like the word 'liberal' in 
the United States. Somehow the right wing 
made this word ‘liberal’ into some fucking 
horrible word. Worse than 'fuc king '. The world 
hates a clown. So fuck the world. I guess... 
There’s an art to clowning. It’s rewarded 
in other ways, obviously. Just not in the 
respect department Maybe that’s the way 
it should be. 

Mr Show was really important for yon 
starting out? Yon launched Tenacious D 
out of that? 

We were doing Tenacious D live at that time, 
but they saw us perform live and asked us if we 
wanted to be part of that show. 

And your first bit was... 

..Don't stick your dick in that hole. 

Do you miss the variety of roles yon had 
at the start of your career? 

Really 1 was just taking whatever I could get. 
I was just trying to survive at the time. I just 
needed to pay the rent. If a Wofenvor/dcame 
up, I'd jump for joy because I was gonna be 
able to move out of my mom’s house. There 
was no rhyme or reason. There was no plan. 
Now the opportunities are still out there 
to do more things. 1 pick and choose a little 
more conscientiously. I've got a family now, 
I've got my boys. I can’t go gallivanting 
in Hawaii for shits and giggles ® 



The Spirit Of ’45 

Directed by KKN LOACH 
Hctcase'd 13 M VllCIl 


F or a documentary celebrating innovation, 
radical thinking and audacity in the face 
of slender odds, Ken Loach's tubthumping 
but simplistic call for a return to post-war values 
rejects complex discourse at every tear-flecked 
turn. Employing emotive newsreel footage 
tomakeitscasefor the visionary political gambits 
undertaken by the 1945 Clement Atlee Labour 
government and its pointedly socialist agenda. 
Loach tells a simple tale of how a verdant island 
utopia, apparently free from injustice, inequality 
and woe, was eventually pulverised to dust by a 
buck-toothed harridan (Thatcher, natch). 

It's not that Loach’s polemical aims aren't 
laudable, it’s more that he delivers an argument 
in which it’s very easy to pick holes. It takes as 
read that the culture of British manual labour 
was and is empowering and necessary and that 
the closure of the coal mines and the gradual 
privatisation of essential infrastructure was 
solely an act of political aggression intended 
to smite the dignity of the working man. Which 


may all be true, but these ideas are all channelled 
into Loach's hectoring, clammy romanticisation 
of the flat-capped (predominantly Northern 
and mainly male) proletariat. 

The film says that rich people victimise the 
poor and capitalism is completely divorced 
from any notion of humanism. Loach sees the 
NHS as a haven for the disenfranchised, not 
as a great leveller of the people. His screed 
always returns to the crutch of nostalgia and the 
supposed need to preserve William Beveridge's 
blueprint for the Welfare State rather than 
consider how elements therein might not apply 
to the challenges of contemporary sodety. 

Dissenting voices are a no-show, yet the 
talking heads Loach does include in the film 
paint a vivid and moving picture of times past 
and help us understand the vital rebuilding and 
restructuring initiated by the 1945 government. 
Formally, the film is militantly nuts and bolls, 
doinglittle more than sensibly and flatly ordering 
material Its use of footage showing elated VE 


Day celebrations as a mark that 1945 was a time 
of unquestioned contentment, too, is indicative 
of its recourse to easy manipulation. 

It's a film which operates reasonably as a call 
to occupy the streets, gob on a yuppie and wave 
a placard in the air. And it’s very easy to get 
swept up in the political righteousness if your 
politics are Chat way inclined. But will it convert 
any naysayers? Probably not. D.W'II) JEXKI.NS 


ANTICII’.VTIOX. Ken Liiucli 
ii'oi'f.v a flay for the S/IS. And 
wha heller to undertake that task? 


K.NJlIYMl-l.NT. Hmm. Exactly 
the film you'd expert to see. 
and not in a good irny. 


IN UKTllO.si’liC'T. The term 
I'.v. preaching to the choir. 
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Spring Breakers 

Directed hy IIARMIIW KIIRINE 

Slarring VAXUSSA HI UOE.NS. SELEXA GOMEZ. JAMES FRANCO 
Released S AFUIL 


I s Harmony Korine a Britney Spears fan? 
It's a question you might be surprised 
to find yourself asking while watching 
his lunatic teen odyssey. Spring Breakers. In 
the film's standout sequence (and an early 
contender for scene of the year), a nod to the 
one-time princess of pop's heartrending ballad 
'Everytime' provides an oblique reminder that 
in Korine's world, pathos is a (false) virtue. 

Ashley Benson, Selena Gomez. Vanessa 
Hudgens and Rachel Korine (the writer/ 
director's wife) play four college friends who 
pull off an audacious squirt-gun robbery 
on a Chicken Shack in order to fund the 
ultimate midterm vacation in south Florida 
(aka coed Mecca). They seek excitement and 
new experiences, anything to offset the tedium 
of dorm life and sate their adolescent impulses. 
This being a Harmony Korine film, they get 
a little more than they bargainedfor. 

There's a certain self-refiexive irony in 
seeing a former Disney Channel starlet get her 
superfreak on to Skrillex while being soaked in 
cheap beer and firat boy hormones. So too in the 
fact that Selena Gomez's nubile Christian (aptly 
named Faith) high-tails it before the bong hits 
and bum-shaking give way to more unsavoury 
extracurricular activities. Incidentally, Gomez 
has publically warned her yoimg fans against 
watching the film. Because God forbid any 
impressionable preteen might actually subscribe 
to this R-rated first-world fantasy. 

And then there's James Franco, smashing 
it out of the park as Alien, a comrowed, 
dental-grill-sporting Kevin Federline-a-like 
who bails the girls out after they get busted 
at a druggy house rave. His vulgar beachfront 
pad is a shrine to bad taste and criminal excess, 
crammed with military-grade firearms. Class A 
drugs and neatly piled wodges of hundred dollar 


bills. He's got gold bullets and a Scatface DVD 
on a constant loop. He's the living embodiment 
of the American Dream. 

There's a flavour of Caspar Noe provocation 
in the film's hyper-fluorescent palette and 
recurring Girls Gone tWWmotifs - indeed Korine 
enlisted Noe's regular DoP Benoit Debie. Yet iris 
telling that ^ring Breakers is no more e^qilidt 
than your average mainstream teen romp. 
Korine could so easily have pushed it further, 
but at times it’s almost as if he’s holding back. 

Perhaps he wants this uniquely subversive 
critique of youth culture to be taken seriously. 
Perhaps there’s more to Spring Breakers than 
crunching synth and ji gglin g flesh. In the 
desaturated comedown before the third act 
storm, the ^Is leave voice messages to their 
loved ones, expressing a mutual desire to be 
betterpeople and make something of themselves. 
They seem sincere enou^ but Korine's greatest 
trick is to make you read beyond the instant 
gratification and superficial pleasures that 
saturate this blissfitUy warped utopia. 

So is Spring Breakers satire or exploitation? 
Does it really have something profound 
to say about how declining social values are 
leading Generation Z astray? If you’re left 
m ullin g any of that over, you’ve really missed 
the point. .U).\.\1W (M)I>\\AIU) 


ANTICIIUTION. 

Spring break! 
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ENJdYMF.NT. 

Spring break, hitches! 
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I.N «KTROBl*i;(.'T. 

Spring break 4e\'a! 
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13 QI KSTIOXS 


Interview by D.VVIl) JI^NKINS Illuslrcition by MVM 


As his magnificently lurid apocalyptic party film Spring 
Breakers hits in cinemas, crackpot auteur and poet 
of destruction Harmony Korine wrote LWLies 
a special NSFW memo. In his own unique style. 


H e's made movies about skydiving nuns, 
bunny-eared crack addicts, blind ice 
skaters and rubber-masked nomads 
who cackle, fight and copulate with rubbish 
piles. He found notoriety in 1995 via his 
screenplay for Larry Clark's Kids, but then 
went on to prove his own filmmaking mastery 
by directing the surreal latch-key soap opera 
Gummo in 1997. Though he's known primarily 
as a filmmaker, Korine is a old-school multi- 
hyphenate having written books, collaborated 
on music projects and held various gallery 
shows of his painting and photography. Spring 
Breakers, Korine's latest work for cinema is 
arguably his masterpiece, a sublime conflation 
of his pop cultural concerns in which he sends 
various TV bobbysoxers on a neon-hued 
hellride to the Florida Keys. 

1. Please describe the exact moment when the 
idea to make Spring breakers came to you. 

i was watching a porno, i had a dream of ^Is 
in bikinis and sM masks robbing fat tourists, 
it seemed like it should happen during spring 

2. Do you feel there are any great or 
definitive cultural documents on the 
phenomenon of spring break? 

3. Is the American ritual of spring 
break something you would partake 
in as a youth? 

i didnt go cause i was skateboarding and 
sleeping on roof tops and getting drunk with 


ray friends in abandoned houses next to the 
interstate. 1 was having too much fun to ga 
a lot of my friends in high school went though, 
redneck riviera florida. 

4. What^ the greatest spring break story 
you ever beard? 

a good friend of mine lost hit virginity to an 
obese spring break whore who years later be 
married and had kids with and now they are 
church pastors. 

5. when did you first realise that yon 
wanted to cast Selena Gomez and Vanessa 
Hudgens In the film? Were you aware 
of their work on the Disney Channel? 

right away, i always wanted to work with them, 
we are cut from the same cloth. 

6. What is the relation between the Trash 
Mumpers and the Spring Breakers? Do you 
see this a sequel to Trash Mumpers? 

no not at all. i dont know if theres a 
relationship or not. 

7. Several reviews of Spring Breakers 
have compared it to the Girls Gone Wild 
video series. Could yon explain what this 
is to our British readership? 

its a great series of videos where girls go wild 
on camera fucking and puking and dancing, 
it actually has a great spiritual component 
you can see the eyes of GOD working magic 
on their souls.„no inhibitions just pure and vile 
adolescent frivolity. 


8. Before making this film, what were your 
thoughts on Florida? 

i love it. it feels like everyone there is in the 
witness protection prognun„„chasmg the 
dieam,„cha5ing the sun,„only a few really find 
it under the palm trees and bird shit. 

9. Can you tell us the inspirations - if any 
- for James Franco's character in the film? 

mostly kids i went to school with in nashville 
growing up. white gangtas,„gangsta mystics.... 
sociapathic Caucasian misfits who ride 
spinners and get trill with cough sizzurp and 
molly.. ..sick fuckers down to rob and kill. 

10. Do yon see much of yourself in James 
Franco's character? 

cant say. i dont ever see myself or even think 
of myself. 

U. Could you tell ua about a fantasy film 
project that you would make if a film industry 
nabob mailed you a blank cheque and said 
you could make whatever you wanted? 

a movie about the inventor of douche bags. 

12. When was the last time you watched 
Gummo? Is it a movie you are proud of? 

a few years ago. yes of course. 

13. Could you please recommend a good 
book for our readers? 

i havent read a book since the 7th grade ® 





Beyond The Hills 

Direclrd by CRISTI.VN .Ml XGll' 

Slarrinu COSMINA .STRATAN, fHISTlNA FLI'TI R. VAI-IJUr ANDIllUTA 
Releau-dK, MAIU’ll 


L esbian nuns! Exorcism! A ‘two-way anus’! 
Knowing in advance that these motifs form 
part of the texture in Criatian MungiuS 
latest feature might lead the unsuspecting viewer 
to imagine that the director of 4 Months, 3 Weeks 
And2Dayshas decided to redirect the Romanian 
New Wave towards pure exploitation, as thou^ 
following in Walerian Borowczyk’s footsteps 
from arthouse to bnwdy-house (in fewer than 
20 years, the Polish lilmmaker had gone horn 
dystopian debut Goto, Island Cf Love to sex 
sequel Emmanuelle V, aptly enough via superior 
nunsploitationerile/iind Convent Walls). 

Yet a far better clue as to the tone of Beyond 
The Hills is the plain white-on-black lower-case 
text in which the title first appears on screen 
given that the film , too, is understated and 
undemonstrative, even as the clash of values 
that it stages is positively incendiary, 

Voichita (Cosmina Stratan) picks up Aline 
(Cristina Flutur] in an unnamed Romanian 
village, bringing her over a hill to the spartan 
monastery that Voichita now calls home, 
Voichita and Aline used to share companionship 
- and a bed - in the local orphanage; now 
Aline - needy, distrusthil, volatile and unable 
to live without her only friend - has returned 
to takeVoichitabackwest to Germany, In Aline's 


absence, however, Voichita has given herself 
over, heart and soul, to the ascetic life of a nun 
and no longer wishes to leave the monastery. 
With Aline as devoted to Voichita as Voichita 
is to God, this unorthodox love triangle creates 
an impasse that can only end in tragedy. 

For as the already fragile Aline is torn 
apart by her love for Voichita and her disdain 
for Voichita’s 'cave' life, her breakdown and 
its rippling impact dramatise the conflict 
between sacred and secular. East and 
West, ancient and modern, in a nation that 
seems caught, like Aline herself, on Its own 
contradictions and compromises in the face 
of unseasonable change. 

Aline’s predicament exposes gross failin gs 
in Romania's different institutions (childcare, 
healthcare, the police, and, of course, the Church) 
- and yet if her aberrant conduct is ascribed 
by the monastery’s austere priest (Valeriu 
Audriuta) to Satanic influences, neither he, nor 
the nuns, nor the doctors, nor the orphanage 
staff, are ever themselves demonised for trying, 
in their different ways, to do the ri^t thing 
in impossible circumstances. 

“Only God knows," the priest will say when 
asked who is to blame for what has happened, 
“tinly He doesn’t make mistakes." 


Much of Mungiu's film Is shot wide, the 
camera mimicking an all-seeing, God-like 
distance fr'om the human affairs it documents. 
In the end, moral judgement is literally 
suspended, as those accused of wrongdoing 
are driven downtown to await an absent 
prosecutor’s return. 

After a final, sullying image of mud 
being flung and only partially wiped away, 
the film abruptly plunges us too into 
darkness. .V.\T(»\BITEI, 


A.STtClF.VTlON. Can Crisliun 
^fun||iu use exorcism os effectively 
as he did ahorlion to expose 
a stale's travails'.' 


4 


KN.IOVMKXT. enfolds its moral 
dilemmas with disquieting even- 
handedness rather than shrill 


4 


IN RETKOSl'KCT. slowly, 
quietly riveting passion play for 
a nation grappling with secularism 
and modernity. 


4 



Love Is All 
You Need 

Directed by Sl’S.VNNK BlKll 
Slurring i’lF.RCE RROSNAN, 

TR!\E DYRIIOLM, I’APRIKA STEEN 
flWeaset/ 19 APRIL 



Gimme 
The Loot 

Directed by ADAM LEON 
Starring TV HICKSON. 
TASHIANA WASHlNtiTON, 
ZOE LESCAZE 
Released 3 MAY 


S ick of seeing their rooftop turf blitzed 
by a rival gang from Queens, aspiring Bronx 
graffiti artists Malcolm (Ty Hickson} and Sofia 
(Tashiana Washington) decide that in order 
to earn respect they’re going to have to pull off 
a legendary stunt. Their target; the Home Run 
Apple that pops up at Citi Field stadium (or as it's 
still known to some New Yorkers. Shea Stadium) 
every time a Mets player booms a homer. 

Before they can tag this iconic NYC 
landmark, however, they’ll need to stump up 
S500 cash to pay off a contact of Malcolm's 
who works security at the ballpark. And so the 
pair conspire to beg, borrow and deal over the 
course of two long hot summer days - as Sofia 
sets about collecting debts only to repeatedly 
come up short. Malcolm uses his relaxed charm 
to fleece privileged white ^1 Ginnie (Zoe 


A s high priestess of eye-clawing Scando 
misery porn, director Susanne Bier has 
thankfully lightened up a little with this wispy, 
super-saturated Mediterranean hohday 
romance. Think Shiriey Valentine with The 
Big C Harking back to commeccially-minded 
classic HoUywood in its canny button-pushing 
and clever application of mature, initially mis- 
matched leads and a plethora of screwbally, 
single-note side players. Love Is All You Need 
is hardly what you’d call 'a good fUm’ , but you’d 
be hard pressed to deny that it achieves at least 
some of its imabashedly cornball ambitions. 

Pierce Brosnan - looking and sounding 
every bit the 'SOs-era James Stewart - excels 
as permanently irascible fruit magnate Philip, 
who relocated to Denmark during the courtship 
of his now late wife. He lays on an opulent 
wedding for his suspiciously needy son Patrick 
(Sebastian Jessen) in bis plush, disused villa in 
Sorrento, Italy. During the celebrations, his cold 
heart is melted by the bride's unfeasibly genial 
mother Ida (Trine Dyrholm) who. it transpires, 
is in remission from cancer treatment. 

The grim context of death and disease 
is shuffled to the side to make way for boilerplate 


family discord and cheerfully signposted 
plot revelations os Philip and Ida quickly 
realise that they need to clear their personal 
and professional decks in order to nurture 
their burgeoning love. Dyrholm and Brosnan 
make for charming romantic foils, it's just 
a shame that Bier and co-writer Anders Thomas 
Jensen made zero effort to give just one of the 
supporting cast a modicum of messy character 
depth. U.VMUJENKINS 


.VNTICIPATIOX. Denmark's 
niaeen of the middlebrow. 
Susanne Bier, returns. 


EX.IOYMENT. .Manipulative 
and simplistic, but undoubtedly 
an enjoyable ride. 


2 

3 


IN RETROSPECT. Pierce 
Hrosnun's best work in ages, 
tbiiugh it '»• Trine Dyrholm 's 
million Krone smile that really 


3 



Lescaze), whose chic trinket-filled apartment 
catches his eye duringa routine drop-off. 

With its heat-wave backdrop and lo-fi 
aesthetic. Gimme The Loot will inevitably draw 
comparisons to Do The Right Thing, thou^ 
Charlie Aheam’s 1983 street-art doc Wild 
Style will be a more obvious reference point 
to others. First- time writer/director Adam Leon 
paints this famous urban landscape as a vibrant 
tapestry of pizza parlours, neighbourhood 
basketball games and cool kid parties, and 
yet importantly he eschews youth cultiue 
stereotypes and hip-hop cliches - there's not 
a trace of Biggie on the funky gospel and retro 
R&B-inftised soundtrack, for example. 

Leon's breezy Bronx tale is a true ori^nal, 
a fresh and li^t-hearted take on the constant 
hustle of inner-city life that boasts endearingly 


authentic performances from Hickson and 
Washington and some of the snappiest dialogue 
you’ll hear all year. .UlYM VMMlIftV.Ull) 


ANTICIPATION Reeeived high 
praise on the festival circuit ^ 

in 2012. Take that with a pinch 0 

of sail, though. 

ENJOYMENT Easy viewing. 

In the best possible ivoy. 

4 

IN RETKO.SPECT Out of 
nowhere. Adam Leon might Just 
have delivered the first great 
.Wii’ York film of the decade. 

4 






]ohn Dies At The End 

Dinried bv DON I'OSt'ARELLE 

Starring fllASK WILLIAMSON. PAI L (ilAMATTI. DOl'C JONES 
Rch-au-d22 MARCH 


I t'» been 10 years since Don Coscarelli 
directed a feature. Last time they let him 
out in public, we got Bubba Ho-Tep, a film 
that pitted an OAP Elvis and ablack JFK against 
an ancient mummy dressed as a cowboy. In the 
meantime, here's further proof that Coscarelli 
couldn't mate a straight genre movie, even 
if you put a loaded sausage to his head. 

Based on, or at least inspired by, Jason 
Pargin’s web-serial novel. John Die* At The 
End accordion-squeezes 480 pages of quantum 
gothic into 99 minutes of bracing gibberish. 
Coscarelli thinks like an animator, and white the 
budget's not quite up to his imagination, a hip 
cast and retro FX help seal you into his warped 
narcotic universe. It also makes no concession 
to its audience whatsoever, landing you in the 
middle of its trip without a map. Just when you 
think you're owed some exposition, a moustache 
starts flying around the room. It's wilfully 
perverse, high on unpredictable disUactiotis, 
incoherence os entertainment and, well 
abitofamess. 

Reciting the plot will probably get you 
sectioned, but here goes... Spiked by a ras ta with 
Soy Sauce (a black, furry living street drug), 
college dropout Dave (Chase Williamson) finds 
himself lumbered with special powers. Not only 


can he see the future, his eyes are open to new 
dimensions and menacing entities. With help 
from his friend John, a car-driving dog, a TV 
psychic and his prosthetic-handed high-school 
sweetheart, can Dave save the world from alien 
machine Korrock and his slugoid army? Well, 
that’s the boiled-down version. 

Dave reveals events through flashback 
to Paul Giamatti's reporter, sitting inside 
a Chinese restaurant red as a womb. Coscarelli 
leaves you to decode events for yourself. It's like 
putting a jigsaw together made of jelly. If John 
Dies At The End doesn’t quite defy description, 
it certainly defies comparison. Troma remaking 
Naked Lunch? Brett Easton Ellis' Gftosfbusfers? 
Sam Raimi with a head injury? Bill & Ted's 
Ectoplasmic Adventure? A David Cronenberg 
cheese dream? Alejandaro Jodorowsky and 
Stuart Gordon fed into a blender? 

John Dies has so many ideas it doesn't know 
what to do with them. In fact, with all its sweet 
spots, bum notes, strange honks and wig-lifting 
solos, Coscarelli appears to be playing horror 
as freeform jazz. What binds it all together, 
and keeps things grounded, is a jaded, slightly 
exhausted tone, pitched at a kind of slacker noir. 
Every character speaks like they were lobbed 
out of a Douglas Coupland novel for being 


too snarky. It’s a film entirety free of hiunan 
reaction, where even panic comes out as weary 
sarcasm and provides black, comic kicks. 

“Get the fuck out of my head!" Dave yells 
to himself, more than once. You sympathise. 
One man's idea of fun is another man's 
migraine, and John Dies seems designed 
to divide. As, indeed, all cult movies should. 
Some will get motion-sickuess from its restless 
trip. Gorehounds and B-movieheads should 
form a disorderly queue and breath in the 
fumes from Coscarelli’s uncontrollable burp of 
a movie. Ensure all hotdog phones are turned off 
and may the sauce be with you. SIMON t’RilOK 


.VNTR'IP.VTIOX. It's Don 
Cuscarelti's first film for 10 years. 
Ills last effort wos Riibba Ilo-Tcp. 

4 

KNJOy.ME.NT. Well, 
bewilderment. Is pharmaceutical 
sci-fi horror comedy a genre? 

lO 

IN UKTHOSPECT. A messy hit 
of cinematic ketamine and a call 
act waiting for a following. 

3 
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Don Coscarelli 

Seemingly doomed to toil on genre cinema’s outer fringes, 
director Don Coscarelli boasts a fascinating if flawed back 
catalogue. LWLies investigates. 


“Wi 


I ell, I'll be damned if I'm gonna 
le foreign, graffiti-writing, 
soul-sucking son of a bitch 
in an oversized cowboy hat and boots take my 
friendssoulsandshil'erodownthevisitors'toilet.'' 
- Bubba Ho-Tep 

Libyan-born director Don Coscarelli's 1979 
breakout hit Phantasm and its three sequels act 
as the structural beams of a filmography which 
would best be described as variable. While one 
ran applaud the director’s commitment to tills 
ongoing horror saga concerning the Tall Man 
and his killer flying orb ^lus his decision not to 
farmouthis own franchise to otherfUmmakers), 
these drawn-out adventures in filicide after 
on atmospheric opening instalment moke 
for progressively dispiritingviewing. 

Watching his films en masse shows 
up plenty of delicious and bizarre ideas 
shoehomed into patchy narratives 
which can't bear their eccentric weight. 

In the case of the first Phantasm, this 
seemingly accidental strategy may 
offer some pay-oS in its blurring 
of dream and reality, but as the 
series progresses towards its nadir 
of self-regarding navel-gazing with 
Phantasm IV: Oblivion (1994), there's 
no escaping Coscarelli's ongoing 
struggle with narrative coherence. 

That said, as limited as Coscarelli so 
often proves as technician and storyteller, 
his films also possess a certain homespun 
charm that occasionally invites generosity 
against a viewer's better judgement It’s a 
shame that his debut Jtni, The World’s Greatest 
(1976) remains unavailable (the 19-year-old 
Coscarelli was at the time the youngest director 
to sell a film to a major studio foe distribution), 
as his swift follow-up f&nny & Company (1976) 
is still one of his strongest works to date A sun- 
dappled slice of a ’70s California childhood, 
Xenny & Company may separate itself from 


the rest of Coscarelli's filmography by virtue 
of its week-in-the-life episodic simplicity, 
but its thematic preoccupation with death 
and a closing Halloween sequence offer some 
dues as to where the director was heading 
next. In fact, in using many of the same cast 
members (as he would throughout his career), 
one could view Phantasm as an abandonment 
nightmare suffered by Kenny's pal Doug 
(Michael Baldwin), his skateboard upgraded 
to a dirt-bike, his kindly teacher and a local 
creepy old man with Death at his shoulder 



metamorphosing into ice cream vendor 
Re^e and the Tall Man respectively.Even 
Kenny's school crush, Terrie Kalbus, finds her 
only subsequent screen credit in Phantasm. 
Luminously photographed in natural U^t by 
Coscarelli himself, it's his best-looking film 
besides shaggy sword’n’sorcery romp The 
Beastmaster (1982), but then even Kubrick 
didn't get to have John ‘Barry Lyndon’ Alcott 
shoot all his pictures. 

Coscarelli’s structural problems and 
slapdashcompositionaleycrear their headagain 
in Survival Quesf (1988). Overcoming budgetary 
constraints by gaining production value from 
llie North Rockies location must have seemed 
1 no-brainer, but it's swiftly apparent that 
Alcott was busy for this one and DoP Daryn 
Okada (this his sin^e credit) tragically 
allows his awesome surroundings 
go to waste. Survival Quest plays out 
like a made-for-Cable adventure flick 
and is notable for little beside early 
turns from Catherine Keener and 
Dermot Mulroney. 

His partnership with celebrated 
horror writer Joe R Lansdale may 
liave led to their 2002 collaboration 
Bubba Ho-Tep achieving breakout, 
cult status (mostly due to the two 
gamely committed centra] turns from 
Bruce Campbell and Ossie Davis), but 
it's a film that limps to the finish lice 
after a strong start a problem inherent 
in adapting a short story that made their 
one-hour Masters Of Horror slot Incident On 
And QffAMomtain Boad, a more fitting medium 
for both their talents. Coscarelli may well 
benefit from the structural blueprint provided 
in adapting another’s work, but with one as 
densely populated with ideas as David Wong’s 
John Dies At The End, it'll be interesting to see 
how he wran^es them. To date, his own have too 
often hada tendency to run away with him @ 



The Gospel Accordinq 
To St Matthew (1964f 


Direcledby PIKR HAOLd PASOLINt 

Starring ENRIQl E IKAZOQl'I, SI SANNA I’ASOLIM, .MAlUillERlTA CAKISO 
^ Released 4 \\.\]{C\l 


T lie late Bill Hicks had an extended, 
sweary riff with which he puzzled over 
the placing of Bibles in hotel rooms. 
Yet, had some kind soul not left a copy of the 
New Testament in a hotel in Assisi in the early 
‘60s, director Pier Paolo Pasolini may never 
had read it in a single sitting and subsequently 
never decided to make what would become 
one of his greatest films, 1964’s The Gospel 
According To St Matthew. 

Pasolini had already acquired a reputation 
in Italy as something of a provocateur. His 
segment in the 1963 portmanteau film RaGo. 
Pa.G. was denounced for its portrayal of Christ 
as a snivelling, greedy scallywag who died 
from gorpng on Ricotta cheese. Coming from 
a Marxist, atheist homosexual, this mischievous 
satire felt very much the product of a director 
out to needle the highly-strung principles of the 
European religious establishment and try to see 
what he can get away with on film. 

In the looming anti-clerical shadow 
of Ro.Go,Pa.G., it's somewhat baffling that The 
Gospel Acconitnp To St Matthew even got made. 
And the most fascinating question the film 
still raises - especially in auteurist circles - 
is whether it stands as an example of a filmmaker 
galvanising or divesting of his aesthetic and 
philosophical ideals. 


Essentially a 'straight' retelling of the life 
of Christ (played with fervent, Falconetti- 
like intensity by Enrique Irazoqui), which, 
on its surface, seldom editorialises or strays 
towards controversy. So much so that the filin 
was fully embraced by the religious community 
to the extent that a colourised version was made 
to capitalise on the devotional dollar. 

General familiarity with the text makes 
this one of Pasolini's most easily approachable 
films, as we're given a Jesus' Greatest Hits 
package which covers everything from Herod's 
violent pur^g of first boms via the loaves 
and fishes, walking on water and through 
to Christ's death by crucifudoa While the 
passionate sincerity of the delivery initially 
makes you wonder why Pasolini should change 
his tack so completely, the anachronistic tics 
and subtleties of the filmmaking offer room 
for deeper consideration. 

Eclectic, albeit carefully chosen soundtrack 
selections emphasise the geographic and 
temporal reach of the material, as Bach's ‘Mass 
In B Minor' segues into Odetta's wailing blues 
number ‘Sometimes I Feel Like A Motherless 
Child' and the film even opens with Congolese 
tribal music. It's a small but piercing touch, 
reminding the viewer that we can't consider the 
biography of Christ without taking into account 


the specific time and place in which the events 
purportedly occurred. 

Yet while Pasolini creates a disconnect 
with the music, the busy, mobile shooting style 
successfully transplants the emotive precepts 
of Italian neorealism back to the Biblical era. 
One thing that connects all of Pasolini's films 
is the unflinching way he photographs faces and 
bodies, finding a tremendous, grotesque beauty 
in the extras and supporting cast, displaying an 
almost Christ-like empathy towards all of God's 
imperfect creations. II.VMDJE.VKIXS 


AXTICIP.VTION. Pasolini's 
biography of Christ heads 
up a retrospective of the director 
at London 's BFl Southbunk. 


4 


KN.IOVMKXT. A film about 
religion more than a religious 
film, it stilt pleasures, provokes 
and dumbfounds. 


5 


IX RETKOSl'KCT. Transcendent. 
Definitely one for multiple 
viewings and arguably up there 
with Pa.tnlini's greatest. 


5 


The Reluctant 
Fundamentalist 

Directed bv MlllA N'AIK 

Slurring RlZ AIIMEJt, KATE lll'DSOX. 

LIEV SI'IIREIBER 

/IWease£/19AI’RlL 

I t's from the personal/political minefield 
nanative contained within Mohsen Hamids 
2007 novel. The Reluctant Fundamentalist, 
that writer/director Mira Nair has adapted 
a near-impressive, yet eventually confused moral 
drama. Riz Ahmed, better known for his roles 
in grimy urban thrillers (and a turn as a feckless 
but heart-warming terrorist in Chris Morris’ 
Four Lions) is Changez - educated, determined, 
a lover of America and all the freedoms it 
provides. Especially when compared to Pakistan, 
the homeland that weighs heavily onhis mind. 

He joins a cutthroat finance firm, falls 
in love with the reckless Erica (Kate Hudson) 
and settles into life as a new American. 
But then the towers falls and in the grip 
of fear and xenophobia, his country denies 
him. Patriotism overtakes neoliberalism 
as America's holy doctrine and Changez 
is alienated, frisked at airports, arrested 


Hi-So 

Directed by AIHTVA A.SSAR.VT 
Slurring AN.V.MlA E\ ERI.SGIIA.M. 
S.VJEE APIWOXC., CERKSE LEAXG 
Released \ MARCH 


I n an apparent fusion of Sofia Coppola's Lost 
In Translation and Somewhere, Aditya 
Assaiat’s Hi-So offers a meandering exploration 
of male melancholy and female longing in 
a story which charts the empty existence of 
handsome young film star Andana (Andana 
Everinidiam) and his dislocation from the two 
young loves of his life. 

Assarat provides a brooding but monotonous 
look at alternative romance, presenting 
a narrative divided by a pair of unconventional 
yet undeniably tender, romantic encounters. 
Ananda’s initial long distance love Zoe (Cerise 
Leang) pays him much attention, but is largely 
ignored. Her frustrations are visualised in 
the empty frames she populates, imprisoned 
by her solitude in the confines of her hotel room. 
Her lack of significance to Andana is reflected 
in her disappearance at the film's halfway 
point to be inexplicably replaced by May (Sajee 



and interrogated. And so disillusioned and 
embittered, he returns to Pakistan. 

Nair, skilfully, and with admirable curiosity, 
presents a compelling portrait of the richness 
of contemporary Pakistan - a country that the 
West has come to associate only with drone 
strikes, terror and radicalism. Hair's intrigue 
as an Indian woman raised afrer the partitioD 
of the two countries is encapsulated in a truly 
breathtaking opening scene where a group 
of singers perform for Changez' family - shot 
inhandheld, close-up, and giddily beautiful for it 
This sequence is intercut with a professor from 
Changez’s university being brutally kidnapped 
Horror and beauty bleed into one another. 

The richness of Pakistan's cultural history 
is performed in the present But, as tlte film 
develops. Nair emrbraces formula all too readily. 
The “fundamentals', a soubriquet repeated 
throughout the film either by financiers 


or radical clerics, creates an all-too-crude cultural 
incompatibility. Yet Riz Ahmed’s performance 
is remarkable, we follow him steadfastly through 
heartbreak and alienation. This is a film which 
sets up intricate questions about our relationship 
with the East but foils when it attempts to unpick 
them. aV.SLVUAVVNUOSKVl'lALMlXtiS 


ANTICIlMTIdN. Since Salaam 
Hunibay, Mira Xair's films have 
been u bit a little hit and miss. 


EN.Il)YMEXT. Roosted by u 
terrific lead turn from Riz Ahmed. 


l.\ llETHOSl'MCT. Interesting, 
though-provoking and that opening J 
scene really slicks with you. 



Apiwong) some months later, herself alienated 
by Andana’s party-boy lifestyle. The duel fates 
of these relationships are not mentioned 
in a frustrating comment on momentary, short- 
lived human connections and the frequent 
reality of unhappily ever after. 

Displaying all the thematic hallmarks 
but lacking the visual fertility of a Wong Kar 
Wai film, Hi-So uses the tale of dysfunctional 
romance as a springboard into a wider 
exploration of alienation, disconnection and 
cultural dislocation. 

Despite his evident success and popularity, 
Andana cuts a lonely figure, unable to express 
himself and trapped in a state of emotional and 
physical malaise. On set he plays the role of aww 
Tsunami victim and troubled amnesiac in the 
Actional Man With No Name - an enigmatic link 
to the film's study of contemporary, problematic 
masculinity, personified by his character. 


A lack of overt narrative action reflects the 
film's intended consideration of the lethaigy 
of modem man - set adrift, unable to make 
lasting connections, existing in a metaphorical 
limbo. While interesting in theory, this makes 
for a tiresome viewing experience which 
leaves you as fatigued and doleful as its weary 
protagonist. KKUEL'l'.t K1 J.1S 


ANTICII'.VTIOX. W.imlfiful Town ^ 
wus As.saroC.s promising debut. 


ICNJOY.ME.XT. Lost In 
Trnn.slntioii without Rill 
.Murray just i.sn 'I as fun. 


I.\ KETUOSIM-IC'T 




Thursday Till Sunday 


Directed by ROMINGA SOH)MAYOR 

Starring SAXTI AHl'.MADA. EMILIANO FREIKELI). FRANCISCO PEREZ-BANNEN 
ift/fast(/5APRlL 


A road trip movie to nowhere {or at least 
to a barren desert plot in rural Chile), 
Doniiuga Sotomayor's Thursday Till 
Sunday follows a family of four as they make 
their way northward from Santiago to check out a 
parcel oflandbelongingto the harriedfather. This 
subtly affecting portrait of a family on the verge of 
a break up expertly mines its shifting viewpoints 
to comment on the gap between a child's limited 
understanding and adult reality. 

As good chunks of the fUm take place in 
the family car, Sotomayor sets up a front-seat/ 
back-seat dynamic: while the kids want to play 
with toys or undertake a round of 20 questions, 
the parents alternate between indulging their 
kids and hashing out their points of contention 
in what is clearly a doomed marriage. 

While the younger of the two children, 
Manuel (Emiliano Fteifeld), seems more or less 
unaware that anything is happening between 
bis parents, the slightly older Lucia (Santi 
Ahumada) is at just the right (early teen-) age 
to sense that something decidedly unpleasant 
and possibly life-changing is unfolding in front 
of her without being able to fully comprehend 
the implications. 

Thus Sotomayor’s most frequent - and 
most effective - strategy is to present 
events from Lucia’s viewpoint. Throu^out 
the film, the director frequently operates 


onmultiple planes, an in-focus foreground set 
off against a background presented in various 
degrees of legibility. As the movie progresses, 
this foreground gets occupied more and 
more frequently by Lucia as she watches the 
shifting dynamic of her family play out in the 
muddied distance. Glimpsing altercations and 
intrigues through various scrims, she views 
the world through a car window darkly, vrith 
Sotomayor’s manipulation of focus suggesting 
the uncertainty of the girl's understanding. 

The film's intrigues, although always 
relegated to the margins of the screen, reach 
their zenith two-thirds of the way through 
when the family runs rather suspiciously into 
an old male friend of the mother's (with whom 
she obviously has some unfinished romantic 
business) and the whole party camps out for 
the night. After fireside songs, the kids retire 
to their tents where Lucia peers out in almost 
literal darkness at a romantic assignation. 
Because the film's approach hews towards 
the strictly observational and plays out 
as an accumulation of small details, we 
never know exactly what Lucia is thinking 
or how much she understands, but Sotomayor 
uses this darkness as a means to suggest 
an unbridged epistemological gap. With 
vision all but obliterated, only the grunts 
of copulation serve as a guide. 


The journey the family undertakes isn't all 
breaking-point tension and partial glimpses 
of half-imderstood business. The film contains 
such joyous moments as the two children 
gleefully joyriding atop the car, strapped down 
with a piece of rope. But this is a trip towards 
dissolution and when, in the final sequence, the 
landscape becomes more arid and unforgiving, 
it’s not hard to see the surroundings 
as mirroring the mounting dread of the young 
protagonist, her sense of dislocation literalised 
as she wanders terrified, momentarily 
lost, through the forbidding terrains 
of northern Chile and her own burgeoning 
consciousness. .VNUHKWSt'llE.NKKK 


ANTICII'ATIOX. Chile’s film 
output is guthering force. Will 
Domingu Sotomayor's feature 
dehut add to the momentum? 


3 


ENJOy.ME.NT. A challenging 
film, but one that rewards 
careful ullention. 


IN UKTHOSPECT. Sotomayor’s 
movie is more than the sum of its 
carefully accumululed details. 


4 

4 



ON TJIK nOADsA COWKHSATION WITH... 


Interview by DAVID JENKI.VS Illuslrathn ij’A.NXA DVN.N 


Dominga Sotomayor 

Her mother was a soap star and she smoked cigarettes with 
her history teacher. So how did Dominga Sotomayor make 
one of the best debut features of recent times? 



This film could be described as an existential 
road movie in which a family gradnally fall 
apart with in the coniines of a car. Do you 
hope that anyone whob been on a long family 
cur journey should be able to relate to it? 

The events in the film are a mixture of fiction 
and memory. It’s amazing how all these little 
moments somehow becomes universal. An old 
woman inRussia told me that this film reminded 
her of trips she would take in her childhood, 
it could be nowhere, it could be everywhere. 

Does the film tackles the idea of chUdren 
and adults existing in two different worlds? 

I founda picture of my cousin travelling on thereof 
of a car. This was the starting point. When I fleshed 
things out, I realised that this trip was actually two 
trips happ ening at the same time . Ifs all based 
on my memories of travelling in a car. I thou^t 
about how the car transforms during the day, how 
it becomes like a house. I really wanted to get 
across the feelingof beingin a car for a long time. 

Did the young kids understand what they 
were doing? 

Not really. The small boy hasn't seen it yet. 
He was just happy because I told him he was 
maki ng a cowboy film. He didn't have the 


script, so I just worked through each scene with 
him. I didn’t give the script to the girl either, 
but 1 think she realised what was going on with 
the parents by the end. 

How does one go about fUming cai^? What 
kind of things were you thinkin g about 
when you approached this? 

I needed the car to be big enough so the actors 
could always be confined within it. Also. I didn’t 
want it to be too as it might start to look like 
Little Miss Sunshine. My formal idea was to try 
and connect the view of the ear with the view 
of the kids. For me, itb the first cinematographic 
experience of a person to ride in a car. You’re 
viewing landscapes through this very specific 
window frame. Ifs seeing life throu^ 
something. I wanted to have a very strict system 
within the car. It was connected with the feelings 
of temperature, bght and weather inside a car. 
The car is a character in the film. 

Did you go to film school? 

Well, itwasn't really a film school It was a course in 
audio-visual direction. It was at a good university, 
so I was part of the first generatioli there. 

Was there anyone at school who was 
particularly inspiring to you? 


No. [laup/is] It was more the life around me 
than the teachers. 

What about acollcague or a friend? 

Maybe. More than anyone, ifs my mother wbo 
is the key to my work. There’s a lot of her in my 
films. She’s an actress and she stoned in my 
shorts. She also has a small role in this film. 
So there is more of my mother in these films 
than other people. She has this crazy, intense life 
and tliere are a lot of her memories and dreams 
and anecdotes in the film. She was in a famous 
soap opera, so when 1 was a kid I was always 
in TV studios. 

Did your mother introduce you to cinema? 

No. There was actually someone in my school, 
not my film school, who was my history 
teacher. My school was very catholic and 
everyone was very boring. She was very young 
and she had studied history, but she wasn't 
a trained teacher. No one really knew why 
she was working at our school. She was very 
modem and we actually became good friends. 
She was even a bit of a bad influence when 
1 was 16. We would smoke together. She was 
obsessed with cinema. She had a wall of 
VHS in her house. I think this is what made 
me study cinema. @ 




Gangs Of Wasseypur 

Dirfcledby AM RAG KASIIVAE' 

Slarring MAXOJ KAJPAI, RCCllA t'llADDA. NAWAZI DDIN SlMlJIQl l 
Releostd 22 FEBKl'AUV (I'AKT ONE)i I MAHCll (rAKT TWO) 


W ith the epic running times of many 
a recent blockbuster causing them 
to spill out of their once-tailored, 
four-times-a-day cinema slots, it's not just 
exhibitors who find themselves bemoaning 
the annual epidemic of indulgent winter 
bloating. So when a film comes along that 
clocks in at welt over five hours and isn’t 
called Sdtdntangd, you'd be forgiven for 
thinking that now’s the lime for Jane Fonda 
to dust off that leotard and star-jump these 
muffin-topped movies back into some 
semblance of shape. 

But to do so would be to misdiagnose 
Anurag Kashyap’s undeniably scale-tipping 
Gangs Of Wasseypur, as underneath its plus- 
sized vestments lies a sweeping crime saga 
carved almost entirely from muscle, with barely 
an inch of flab in sight. 

Released in two parts but worth making 
every effort to catch in a sin^ sitting, KashyapS 
film takes the hom^own Masala formula 
of genre cross-processing and stirs a wealth 
of Western influences into a pot ihatA already 
simmering with those from the East. Yet, 
as fluent as it proves in the cinematic idioms of 
a Leone, Coppola or Scorsese, Gangs is no post- 
Tarantino amalgamation of hat- tips and winks to 
its forebears. It's integrated stylistic fusion stands 
in complete service to abamstorming depiction of 


multi-generational blood feuds all of its own. 

Beginning in media res amid a gun battle 
that announces the death of one Faizal Khan 
- a character we won’t even meet for another 
two hours - Gangs catapults us back to 1941 
to introduce us firstto the character’s grandfather, 
our narrator for the next 320 minutes and 
whose death ignites the fuse that sends a blood- 
splattered cannonball of vengeance spiralling 
thiou^ the next SO j-ears. 

Serving up a coherent introduction to the 
social and economic landscape on the cusp 
of Indian independence, it achieves more 
in its opening half hour, than Salman Rushdie 
managed in the entirety of his unfortunate 
exercise in botched home-surgery, Midnighl’s 
Children. In contrast, Kashyap expertly weaves 
his labyrinthine character-driven narrative 
against a shifting backdrop of local and national 
political instability andchange. 

But Gangs Qf Wasseypur is no staid 
history lesson. If ever evidence were needed 
of the relaxation of censorships laws in Indian 
cinema, it's surely to be found in the visceral, 
unflinching violence frequently on display here. 
As territorial battles escalate to near operatic 
levels, Kashyap displays a directorial arsenal 
as wide-ranging as that of his characters, his 
killer use of music often leading the charge 
with inspired employment of anything hom 


ringtones and clips of soap operas to fiiU-on 
Bollywood-styled interludes, all to brilliant 
(often lyrically charged) effect. 

With Gangs, Kashyap has crafted a 
ferocious crime epic that entirely justifies its 
monumental r unnin g tim e, a Bollywood movie 
for people who don’t like Bollywood movies, 
one to challenge those of the belief that Indian 
cinema died with Satyqjit Ray. It’s not hyperbole 
to suggest that this is what Once Upon A Time 
In The West could look like in the East, 
as inspired by local antecedents as those 
further afield. Consider notice served to anyone 
developing a crime saga in Hollywood right 
now: Kashyap 's after your turf and his slumdogs 
are armed to the teeth. .M.VTT’nmiKT 


ANTICllMTIOX. 320 minutes:' 
This had bctler be good. 


KXJOVMEXT. .A pulse-pounding 
<T/me epic that grips to its 
final beat. 


3 

5 


IN RETROSl’KCT. A star is horn 
in Anurag Kashyap. Blistering, 
audacious and if anything... just 
Inn darn short. 


5 
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3 MONTHS FULL-TIME OR 1 YEAR PART-TIME 

Bursting with creativity? Want to channel that energy and passion Into 
a truly rewarding career? 


j/jyyyy/jjjjjjjj 
'/JJJJJ/ZJ 




JjjJa 


For over 15 years Shllllngton College has been teaching people just like you 
everything you need to kickstart an amazing career in the graphic design 
industry. Starting with a foundation In design theory and processes, the course 
moves quickly to have you designing beautifully considered, effective design 
solutions for print and digital media within days. In three months (full-time) or 
within one year (part-time) you’ll graduate with a commercially relevant portfolio 
brimming with technical prowess and creative flair. It'll be a portfolio that will 
well and truly get you on your way. 




Enrol n 


V for April or September 2013. 


LONDON « MANCHESTER ♦ NEW YORK » SYDNEY » MELBOURNE « BRISBANE 


www.shillingtoncollege.co.uk 
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Basin Lewandowska Cummings, Adam Lee Davies, Anna Dunn, Rebecca Ellis, Paul Fhlrclough, Oscar Bolton Green, 
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GREAT EXPECTATIONS 
APRIL 2013 


CHOOSE YOUR FUTURE 


We've included a fewcut-out-and-keep anchors for you to use in places where you might need 
a confidence boost. Now that you've setyour anchor, you can Look at this image and click your 
fingers to bring back the state of confidence in an instant. Choose your future. Choose life. 





'If you put your mind to it, you can accomplish anything" - George McFly 


LE BOOK PRESENTS 

CONNECTIONS 


THE CUSTOM-MADE TRADESHOW FOR THE CREATIVE COMMUNITY 
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BY INVITATION ONLY | TO REGISTER WWW.LEBOOK.COM 
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Ever fancied seeing yourself on screen or getting 
to know how the movie industry works? 


LWLies has teamed up with Sin City and Planet 
Terror director Robert Rodriguez and BlackBeny for 
a user-generated movie-make-a-thon in March and 
April called Two Scoops - a semi-scripted film in 
three acts that invites you to have your say in each 
step of the artistic process. 

The comic-book inspired thriller is centred on two 
lead protagonists, teenage twins Lola and Lucia, 


who run an ice-cream truck in a town where pet^le 
are being abducted by an unknown 'thing' - and 
they just so happen to be monster hunters in their 
free time. 

There will be several ways to participate in the 
project as the film progresses and submissions will 
be hosted on the Keep Moving Projects website for 
the world to see. 


Act One; Download a script from the Keep Moving Projects website, film yourself acting It out and share a 
link to your YouTube clip back on the site for your chance to win a starring role. 

...Or. if acting's not your thing, submit a photo of yourself beforef? April and you may find yourself morphing 
into one of many 'missing townsfolk' on posters dotted throughout dte film. 


To find oiil /loir you can pel inroleetl in Act Tiro and Three head to ... 
keepniorhip.blachberry.coni 
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